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Blessed  Lord,  who  by  Thy  resurrection  from  the 
dead,  didst  give  to  us  this  holy  Day,  and  didst 
consecrate  it  to  Thy  worship  and  service,  grant  that 
we  may  so  inwardly  love  it  that  every  hour  may  be 
filled  \nth  sacred  beauty  and  joy,  and  that  v/e  may 
so  use  it  that  our  Hves  may  be  lifted  into  the  grace 
and  beauty  of  Thine  own  :  until,  by  Thy  tender 
mercy,  we  are  admitted  into  that  holy  Day  to  which 
there  is  no  night,  and  dwell  with  Thee  in  the  fullness 
of  Thy  peace  for  ever  and  ever.  Grant  this,  most 
gracious  God,  for  Thy  dear  Son's  sake,  Jesus  Christ 
our  Lord.     Amen. 
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O  Day  most  calm,  most  bright  ! 

The  fruit  of  this,  the  next  world's  bud, 
Th'  endorsement  of  supreme  dehght, 

Writ  by  a  Friend,  and  \\-ith  His  blood  ; 
The  couch  of  Time  ;    Care's  balm  and  bay  ; 

The  week  were  dark,  but  for  thy  hght  : 
Thy  torch  doth  show  the  way. 

George  Herbert, 


PRELIMINARY 

How  often  we  are  ePxtirely  oblivious  of 
our  greatest  possessions  !  They  stand  thick 
about  our  path,  shining  in  their  radiant 
brightness,  but  we  miss  them.  They  call  to 
us  with  their  sweet  entrancing  voices,  but 
their  music  falls  upon  dull,  deaf  ears.  A 
strange  insensibihty  has  cast  its  spell  upon 
us  ;  we  invert  values,  we  set  store  by  the 
wrong  things.  Often  and  often  we  do  not 
know  where  to  look  for  the  things  of  highest 
value,  and  even  when  we  do,  we  hardly 
know  what  it  is  in  which  their  glory  consists. 
We  think  those  are  our  greatest  possessions 
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that  are  ours  alone — a  bit  of  bric-a-brac, 
a  picture,  a  book.  Or  we  have  been  caught 
up  with  the  modern  intoxication  for  money. 
That  surely  is  a  great  possession  !  Look  at 
its  power — what  deference  it  wins,  what 
doors  it  opens,  what  cups  it  fills,  what 
influence  it  wields  !  So  we  think  ;  so  we 
speak.  Whereas  the  great  things  in  life  are 
the  common  things,  the  things  that  are 
spread  *  in  widest  commonalty.'  They  stand 
to  the  eye  and  hand  and  heart  of  the  least 
blest  :  the  common  path  blazes  with  their 
glory,  they  belong  to  all  of  us,  and  their 
presence  is  to  wide-open  eyes  life's  continu- 
ous miracle. 

Take  beauty,  for  instance.  It  is  every- 
where. It  catches  our  eye  in  quite  unex- 
pected places,  it  arrests  our  attention,  it  is 
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a  secret  source  of  jo3^  it  raises  and  subdues 
the  heart  that  loves  it.  To  some  who  live 
in  cramped  and  little  places,  some  of  its 
grace  is  blotted  out.  But  it  can  never  be 
wholly  obliterated.  No  human  cruelty  can 
blot  out  the  beauty  of  the  sky,  the  loveliness 
of  spring  flowers  creeps  into  unexpected 
places,  the  eternal  charm  of  the  sunlight, 
transfiguring  the  commonest  thing  with  its 
touch,  finds  us  all  out.  And  the  obscurest 
life  is  bereft  indeed  if  it  is  not  enriched 
and  adorned,  now  and  again,  by  some  deed 
of  such  a  rare  grace  that  it  shines  like 
a  radiant  star  ht  by  the  very  finger  of  God. 
It  is  familiarity  which  creates  our  peril. 
The  really  great  thing  is  always  there.  We 
see  it  regularly.  It  throws  open  its  hospitable 
doors  to  us  continuously.     But  that  which 
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we  see  day  by  da}^  we  end  by  not  seeing  at  all. 
Its  continuous  vision  blots  it  out.  And  so 
we  walk  unamazed  in  the  presence  of 
life's  supremest  wonders.  Our  vastest 
possessions  are  reduced  to  the  common- 
place. Familiarity  has  stripped  them  of 
their  glory. 


'Tis  only  when  they  spring  to  heaven  that  angels 
Reveal  themselves  to  you  :    they  sit  all  day 
Beside  you,  and  he  down  at  night  by  you 
Who  care  not  for  their  presence,  muse  or  sleep, 
And  all  at  once  they  leave  you,  and  you  know  them  I 


It  is  very  pathetic,  but  it  is  very  true.  It 
is  the  lost  treasure  that  is  recognized. 
While  it  was  here,  and  we  could  do  with  it 
as  we  would,  we  failed  to  see  its  worth. 
But  in  the  very  hour  when  it  was  withdrawn, 
we  were  startled  with  the  completeness  of 


• 
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our    desolation,    with  the   tragedy   of  our 
loss. 

One  of  our  greatest  possessions  is  the 
Day  of  the  Lord.  That  is  true  of  us  as 
individuals,  as  societies,  and  as  a  nation. 
It  is  a  pure  pearl,  a  beautiful  symbol  of  the 
thought  of  God's  wise  mind,  the  rich  gift  of 
His  loving  and  tender  heart.  The  very 
thought  of  it  stirs  memories  that  afterwards 
it  is  hard  to  set  at  rest.  It  is  linked  to 
some  of  our  divinest  hours,  it  is  sweet 
with  the  fragrance  of  ineffaceable  deeds 
that  have  left  a  permanent  impression 
upon  character.  As  we  think,  we  find 
ourselves  in  the  most  secret  and  sacred 
places  of  our  hfe.  We  feel  again  the  touch 
of  vanished  hands  and  hear  again  the 
sound  of    voices    that  are    still.      We    are 
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caught  up  mto  the  blessed  society  of  the 
great    company    who    have    gone    before. 
We  hear  the  music  of  the  famihar  hymns  ; 
grave  faces  of  wise  teachers  start   out  of 
the  mists  in  which  they  had  been  veiled,  we 
catch  the  accent  of  their  words  of  loving 
warning  and  sohcitous  encouragement;  we 
thrill  with  the  old  hopes  and  are  exultant 
\\dth  the  old  joys.     It  lifts  us  into  a  world 
of     romance,    of     vanished     presences,    of 
garnered     joys,     of     fragrant     sweetness. 
There  is  hardly  anything  that  can  stir  us 
so    deeply    as    the    memory    of    our    past 
Sundays.     It  is  so  tender,  so  rare. 

But  let  no  one  think  that  this  is  a  Day  of 
great  traditions,  but  with  no  present  power. 
It  has  preserved  to  many  precisely  the 
same    fascination,   it  breathes  exactly  the 
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same  peace.  It  comes  to-day  with  both 
its  hands  filled  with  rare  gifts,  it  proclaims 
the  welcome  respite,  it  cleanses  desire  and 
refines  love,  it  lays  to  rest  carefulness  and 
anxiety,  it  helps  us  to  feel  the  intrinsic 
spirituality  of  life,  it  '  drops  its  still  dews  of 
quietness  '  and  *  takes  from  our  souls  the 
strain  and  stress,'  it  abates  the  heats  of 
our  restless  desire  and  sets  us  in  a  spacious 
land  of  restfulness  and  joy.  It  is  assertive 
and  prophetic.  It  declares  the  essential 
spirituality  of  life — that  we  were  made  for 
the  sphere  of  the  invisible  and  have  close 
kinship  with  the  unseen,  and  that  those 
things  upon  which  we  are  so  apt  to  set  our 
heart  cannot  meet  the  deep  needs  of  our 
hfe.  And  it  points  away  to  a  high  glory 
of  which  the  finest  Sunday   that  wc  have 


i8  The  Lord's  Day 

ever  known  is  but  a  dim  prefiguration. 
There  it  stands,  the  gate  of  every  week, 
full  of  beauty,  instinct  with  power. 

But  do  we  see  that  ?  Or  has  its  oft- 
repeated  occurrence  blinded  us  to  its  fine 
glory  ?  Have  we  handled  it  so  often  that 
we  have  lost  the  sense  of  its  worth  ?  Has 
it  come  to  this,  that  we  shall  have  to  lose  it 
before  we  recover  a  sense  of  its  greatness 
and  meaning  ?  Familiarity  is  a  very 
deadening  thing.  Failure  of  appreciation 
is  a  sure  blinder  of  the  eyes.  There  it  is  to- 
day— imperilled,  threatened,  in  part  dese- 
crated alread}^ — but  still  there.  Can  we  lay 
hold  of  it  afresh,  and  set  it  again  in  our 
hearts,  and  cling  to  it,  and  guard  it,  and 
sacrifice  for  it,  as  those  who  feel  that  they 
are    trustees    of    a    very    sacred    deposit  ? 
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In  the  sincere  human  and  rehgious  ob- 
servance of  the  Day  Hes  a  great  deal  of 
the  people's  present  welfare,  and  the  well- 
being  of  all  the  generations  that  are  to 
come  is  really  its  most  conspicuous  im- 
plication. Its  loss  would  indisputably  be 
a  great  loss  to  religion,  but  it  would  also  be 
a  great  loss  to  humanity — some  of  its  finest 
qualities  would  be  impoverished,  its  best 
and  most  fruitful  opportunities  would  be 
curtailed.  It  will  be  ill  to  sorrow  for  a  lost 
glory  and  a  lost  joy,  when  the  bitterness  of 
our  grief  is  quickened  by  the  certain 
sense  that  it  is  through  our  infidelity  and 
disregard  that  the  glory  has  vanished 
and  the  joy  departed. 

The  Lord's   Day  is   the  divine  response 
to  two  profound  human  necessities.     That 
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is  a  fact  that  man  continually  ignores,  and 
it  is  in  that  that  the  tragedy  of  its  dis- 
regard lies.  He  thinks  of  it  as  something 
capricious,  a  thing  of  artifice  :  he  sees  not, 
and  is  apparently  careless  of  the  fact,  that 
it  is  rooted  in  human  necessity,  and  that  it 
always  looks  and  tends  to  human  welfare. 

]\Ian  is  a  physical  being.  He  is  linked 
by  indestructible  bonds  to  that  nature 
which  is  beneath  him.  x\nd  he  inherits 
some  of  its  chiefest  characteristics :  Among 
them  this,  that  he  is  incapable  of  sus- 
tained and  unbroken  activity.  He  may 
be  forced  into  it  for  a  time,  he  may 
allow  himself  in  the  thought  that  he  is  an 
exception  to  all  others  ;  but  surely  and 
remorselessly  the  issue  will  be  deterioration 
of  life.    His  physical  being  demands  definite 
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periods  of  repose,  a  day  in  the  midst 
of  the  days  when  he  lays  down  his  burden, 
when  those  recuperative  and  vital  energies 
which  are  resident  in  his  very  being,  and 
in  the  things  that  are  all  about  him,  shall 
rebuild  his  body  in  health,  and  give  to  him 
the  power  which  he  is  always  using  and 
losing.  But  physical  deterioration  is  not 
the  worst  calamity.  A  tired  man,  a  man 
who  has  not  all  his  resources  completely  at 
his  command,  never  does  his  best  work. 
And  so  this  unbroken  continuity  of  labour 
runs  out  into  every  bit  of  a  man's  work  and 
degrades  it  from  its  predestined  purpose. 
A  'bus-horse  cannot  do  as  much  work,  or 
do  it  half  as  well,  if  one  should  try  to  work 
him  continuously,  as  he  does  when  he  rests 
one  day    in  live.      Given  this  rest,  man's 
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work  is  better  both  in  its  quantity  and  in 
its  quahty.  It  is  the  break  that  gives 
room  for  the  larger  inspiration,  for  that 
gathering  up  of  the  forces  for  a  new  start, 
that  breaks  the  spell  of  monotony  ;  in 
short,  that  is  a  large  part  of  the  secret 
of  the  wonderful  miracle  of  repair.  If  a 
man  is  to  do  good  work,  work  which  he 
delights  in  as  he  does  it,  and  the  memory 
of  which  is  a  perpetual  spring  of  gladness, 
his  days  must  not  follow  each  other  in 
monotonous  likeness,  but  must  be  broken 
up  by  that  beautiful  provision  which  is  one 
of  the  sure  signs  of  God's  knowledge,  as 
well  as  of  His  wisdom  and  care. 

And  this  is  also  the  secret  of  life's  joy. 
Work  divorced  from  joy,  as  Mr.  Ruskin  has 
never  tired  of  telling  us,  is  poor  work.     It 
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lacks  quality,  it  tends  to  be  monotonous, 
repetitious,  false.  It  is  the  work  over  which 
men  sing  that  is  likely  to  be  done  to  the 
far  limit  of  their  power.  Being  glad,  a 
man  will  pour  his  whole  soul  into  the  least 
thing  that  he  does  ;  his  tiniest  deed  shall 
be  the  expression  of  a  soul  that  is  full  of 
rejoicing,  and  shall  be  a  tribute  both  to 
the  glory  of  God  and  to  the  worth  of  man. 
Man  and  work  and  joy  demand  that  life's 
monotonous  days  shall  be  broken  up,  that 
he  shall  have  a  chance  of  finding  those 
restorations  and  reinforcements  which 
dower  his  life  with  power  and  help  to 
lift  his  work  into  beauty  and  excellence. 

But  this  great  and  holy  Day  strikes  a 
deeper  root,  it  has  a  far  surer  necessity. 
If  there  is  one  thing  tliat   this  age  is  apt 
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to  forget,  and  that  it  needs  to  have  rung 
into  its  very  soul,  it  is  that  man  is  a 
spiritual  being.  We  are  apt  to  over-praise 
the  mind  and  then  to  neglect  it  :  to  sing 
glowing  songs  about  the  passions  of  the 
heart  and  then  to  starve  it :  to  speak  great 
panegyrics  of  the  soul  and  then  to  forget 
that  we  have  one.  We  cannot  possibly  live 
in  things  :  we  have  more  imperious 
hungers  ;  thirsts  beside  which  the  body's 
thirst  for  water  is  but  a  pale  gleam. 
Man  is  always  peeping  into  the  infinite  ; 
he  feels  that  he  is  not  merely  a  pilgrim, 
but  a  citizen  of  eternity.  His  deepest 
desire  responds  to  its  appeal,  its  great 
facts  are  natural  to  him,  with  them  he  is 
completely  at  home.  As  Carlyle  has  finely 
expressed  it,  '  we  not    only   carry   each   a 
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future  ghost  within  him,  but  are  in  very 
deed  ghosts.'  That  is  our  high  distinction, 
that  is  the  thing  that  Hnks  us  inexorably 
with  all  that  is  highest  in  the  great 
universe  in  which  our  lot  is  cast.  There- 
fore it  is  that  *  with  angels,  and  archangels 
and  all  the  company  of  heaven  '  we  can 
laud  and  magnify  the  holy  Name  of  God. 
Yes  !  that  is  our  greatness  and  glory,  and 
that  also  is  our  peril.  The  material  is  so 
tyrannous,  it  is  so  actual,  so  ever  present  ; 
it  presses  in  upon  us,  it  lies  palpitatingly 
about  us  ;  its  duties  are  so  imperative,  its 
cries  so  strident  and  insistent,  and  the  light 
is  in  danger  of  being  quenched,  and  those 

High  instincts  before  which  our  mortal  nature 
Did  tremble  like  a  guilty  thing  surprised 

are  likely  to  be  smothered.     The  voice  of 
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the  dying  soul  cries  out.  In  its  august 
hours,  which  return  to  it  again  and  again, 
when  the  mighty  being  is  awake,  it  de- 
mands hberty,  a  space  of  time  to  get  a 
clear  vision,  to  understand,  to  feel,  to 
intend  and  to  decide.  Man's  spiritual  life 
may  be  overlaid  for  a  time,  it  cannot  be 
for  ever  suppressed.  It  will  arise,  and 
challenge  and  demand.  Its  '  friends  are 
exultations,  agonies  and  love.'  It  will  be 
heard.  That  is  Religion's  sure  certainty, 
its  sustaining  hope.  The  soul  will  be 
sovereign,  it  will  assert  its  glory.  But 
nothing  will  help  it  more  than  that  men 
observe  that  Day  which  God  has  made, 
will  hold  it  sacred  in  their  hearts,  and  use 
it  for  the  highest  ends.  It  is  God's 
response    to  a  profound  human  need,  and 
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it  takes  that  need  and  satisfies  it  with 
manna  from  heaven  and  water  sweeter 
than  that  from  the  well  at  Bethlehem. 

Bishop  Wilson,  whom  Matthew  Arnold 
never  tired  of  praising,  has  this  striking 
saying,  '  The  sins  of  teachers  are  the 
teachers  of  sins.'  It  is  bad  saints  that 
make  bad  sinners.  It  may  happen  that 
the  lack  of  reverence  for  God's  holy  Day, 
which  some  who  profess  to  love  Him  have 
shown,  has  taught  others  to  slight  it 
and  to  neglect  its  holy  ministries.  That, 
every  man's  conscience  must  answer  for 
himself.  But  the  good  Bishop's  word  has 
a  deeper  teaching.  It  is  surely  instinct 
with  this  truth,  that  it  is  our  practice 
that  counts;  by  our  life  wc  teach  tlie 
deepest  lessons  that  we  ever  teach.     That 


28  The  Lord's  Day 

is  a  thing  to  hold  in  memo^3^  To  bring 
a  raihng  accusation  against  the  present 
time  will  be  ineffective.  The  ears  of  men 
to-day  are  not  tuned  to  such  things.  They 
resent  them  with  bitter  resentment.  But 
wisdom  will  return  ;  the  great  spiritual 
hungers  will  assert  themseh'es  once  more. 
Of  that  we  may  be  certain,  or  the  world  is 
a  lie,  and  the  life  and  death  of  Christ  a 
pathetic  but  powerless  legend.  Men  will 
again  confront  the  eternal  realities,  they 
will  look  into  the  face  of  death,  the  tragedy 
of  their  very  triumph  will  assert  itself,  and 
all  that  is  great  in  them  will  cry  aloud  for 
God  and  the  sublime  realities.  Then  the 
Day  that  speaks  of  the  eternal  and  breathes 
the  very  soul  of  peace  will  win  its  old 
ascendancy.     But  that  is  not  yet,  and  the 
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soul  of  those  who  love  every  hour  of  the 
sacred  Day  must  bear  its  pain.  When  its 
disregard  is  flaunted  before  their  eyes,  they 
must  seek  His  pavilion  who  is  their  hope 
and  strength. 

Yet,  every  lover  of  God  and  m.an  who 
has  the  vision  of  life's  high  possibilities, 
who  knows  the  depth  of  God's  beneficent 
satisfactions,  can  hold  the  Day  in  sanctity 
and  quietness  and  peace.  He  may  walk 
through  it  with  a  serene  mind  and  an  un- 
troubled heart,  using  every  one  of  its  sacred 
moments  for  the  highest  ends.  To  him  it 
shall  be  a  holy  Day,  the  time  appointed 
for  him  to  think  God's  thoughts  after 
Him,  to  bend  lowhly  in  His  worship,  and 
to  fill  his  hands  with  exalted  and  blessed 
ministries.     He  shall   have  no  soul  of  the 
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Pharisee,  nor  shall  his  lips  speak  the  lan- 
guage of  a  supercilious  pity.  But  as  he 
looks  out,  pra^'er  shall  dwell  in  his  heart, 
and  his  eyes  shall  be  the  homes  of  desire 
and  hope.  His  face  shall  reveal  the  glad- 
ness that  dwells  in  his  heart,  his  conduct 
shall  be  wholesome  and  human,  he  shall 
interpret  by  his  practice  the  renewals  and 
reinforcements  that  the  Day  brings.  It 
shall  be  manifest  to  all  that  he  has  entered 
into  the  high  fellowship,  that  the  holy  bene- 
diction broods  about  his  heart,  and  that 
this  'Da.y,  to  him,  is  a  preliminary  heaven. 
And  that  shall  speak.  That  shall  have 
its  power.  Not  in  vain  can  such  a  reve- 
lation be  given.  Bit  by  bit  it  shall  subdue 
others  to  its  spaciousness,  its  grace,  and  its 
power.      Its  impact  will  ever  be  a  rebuke 
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as  well  as  a  revelation,  it  will  search  and 
criticize  and  condemn.  Beauty  needs  no 
herald  and  truth  no  witness — the}^  are  their 
own  proof.  And  days  made  radiant  by 
high  dedication  and  fine  service  cannot  fail 
of  their  holy  manifestation,  nor  be  bereft 
of  the  far-off  influence  of  good.  Hard 
words  by  harsh  and  grating  voices  may 
be  spoken  of  those  who  so  practise  the 
restraints  of  this  Day,  but  the  sweetness 
of  violets  alwaj^s  prevails,  and  a  strain  of 
exquisite  music  has  a  vast  power  of  sub- 
duing. Rightly  lived  the  Day  is  its  own 
witness,  it  exerts  its  own  attraction,  it 
carries  in  its  very  bosom  its  own  exceeding 
power.  Let  them  that  love  it  live  it,  be 
what  they  want  it  to  be,  and  the  virtue  of 
that  shall  win  a  large  ascendancy,  and  ,the 
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Day  once  again  be  consecrated  to  things 
that  are  greatly  human  and  greatly  di\dne. 
It  is  in  that  faith  that  these  things  have 
been  written,  and  it  is  in  that  faith  that 
they  are  sent  out  into  the  world. 


II 


SATURDAY  EVENING:  THE  GOLDEN 
GATE   OF  APPROACH 


-M 


They  chant  their  artless  notes  in  simple  guise, 

The}'  tune  their  hearts,  by  far  the  noblest  aim 
Perhaps  '  Dundee's '  wild-warbling  measures  rise. 

Or  plaintive  '  Martyrs,'  worthy  of  the  name  ; 

Or  noble  '  Elgin  '  beets  the  heaven-ward  flame, 
The  sweetest  far  of  Scotia's  holy  lays  : 

Compared  with  these,  ItaHan  trills  are  tame  ; 
The  tickled  ears  no  heart-felt  raptures  raise  ; 
Nae  unison  hae  they  with  our  Creator's  praise. 

Robert  Burns. 
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II 

SATURDAY  EVENING  :  THE  GOLDEN 
GATE  OF  APPROACH 

Life  is  everywhere  full  of  gates,  and  some 
of  them  are  very  beautiful.  But  mind  they 
are  gates — doors  through  which  a  man  must 
pass  if  he  is  to  enter  into  some  place  of 
beauty,  or  of  safety,  or  of  joy.  These  are 
never  exposed  places  in  which  careless  feet 
can  wander  according  to  their  caprice  :  they 
are  shut  in,  and  entrance  is  alwa^^s  by  a 
gate.  The  Day  of  the  Lord  is  no  exception 
to  this  general  rule.  It  is  guarded  by  a 
gate.  It  has  great  joys  to  give,  and 
exalted  visions,  and  a  peace  that  none  can 
measure.     But  they  are  only  found  as  wo  i^o 
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through  the  gate.  It  is  well  that  we  should 
ponder  this,  and  let  its  truth  rule  our  life. 
*  Put  off  thy  shoes  from  off  thy  feet ! '  said 
the  Voice  to  Moses  as  he  drew  near  to  a 
bush  that  burned,  and  vrhich  was  a  s\^mbol 
of  the  high  God.  Draw  near  with  a  spirit 
of  lowliness,  make  3^our  approach  with 
reverence;  then  shall  the  veil  be  lifted  and 
the  voice  be  heard.  But  that  is  not  a 
capricious  command,  which  only  had  refer- 
ence to  that  particular  incident,  which  ex- 
hausted itself  with  that  story.  It  sets  out 
an  eternal  law :  it  has  to  do  with  everything 
that  is  beautiful  or  good  or  true.  There  is 
a  spirit  of  approach  to  all  lofty  things,  and 
that  spirit  is  decisive  of  the  disclosure  and 
of  the  joy.  If  they  should  be  approached 
in   the   spirit    of    thoughtlessness,    of    vain 
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ribaldry,  they  will  hide  their  face,  and  will 
not  reveal  their  secret,  nor  cast  the  spell  of 
their  power.  To  that  spirit  they  cannot 
speak  ;  it  is  incapable  of  either  the  vision 
or  the  music.  But  if  they  are  approached 
with  reverence,  with  that  trembling  love 
which  is  expectant  of  a  shining  glory,  then 
they  will  speak  their  great  name  and 
declare  their  inner  joy.  It  is  ever  the 
devout  who  grasp  the  deepest  meaning  of 
things,  who  peep  into  their  infiniteness,  who 
have  the  sense  of  their  high  significance. 
It  was  Jesus  Himself  who  taught  us  that  it 
is  the  pure  in  heart  who  see  God.  To  all 
others  He  is  a  darkly  veiled  Figure,  hidden 
beyond  the  power  of  human  eyes  to  pene- 
trate. But  he  whose  life  is  instinct  with 
sincerity,  who  has  one  incorruptible  purpose, 


38  The  Lord's  Day 

companions  daily  with  God,  and  sees  the 
Hght  of  His  shining  fall  upon  the  hardest 
way  and  the  most  stubborn  duty.  That  is 
the  rapture  of  purity  and  its  upholding. 
Such  a  great  and  holy  thing  is  the  Day  of 
the   Lord.  ' 

On  Sunday  heaven's  gate  stands  ope  ; 
Blessings  are  plentiful  and  rife, 
More  plentiful  than  hope. 

But  to  many  of  us  its  continuous  repetition 
has  stripped  it  of  its  rarest  splendour.  It 
comes  so  often,  its  privileges  are  so  com- 
mon, that  we  forget  their  grace  and  their 
worth.  But  looked  at  in  the  light  of  its 
intention  and  purpose  it  is  a  gift  of  excel- 
ling value.  And  no  one  misses  its  highest 
beatitude  without  being  made  poor  in  the 
deepest  places  of  his  life.     There  it  stands, 
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set  in  the  midst  of  our  days,  the  witness  to 
the  indisputable  fact  that  man  has  been  so 
made  that  he  cannot  live  by  bread  alone. 
It  may  be  true  that 

our  life  is  only  drest 
For  show  :  mean  handy-work  of  craftsman,  cook, 
Or  groom  ! — We  must  run  glittering  Uke  a  brook 
In  the  open  sunshine,  or  we  are  unblest : 
The  wealthiest  man  among  us  is  the  best. 

It  is  true  that 

late  and  soon. 
Getting  and  spending,  we  lay  waste  our  powers ; 

we  exhaust  in  common  toil  those  large 
spiritual  energies  which  are  the  source  of 
all  our  finest  work.  We  lose  the  high  vision, 
the  radiant  joy,  the  compelling  hope.  And 
if  we  would  live  truly,  with  a  real  grasp  of 
Hfe's  significance,  there  must  be  times  of 
spiritual  recovery,  of  tranquil  restorations: 


40  The  Lord's  Da}^ 

when  hfe  peeps  into  gloiy,  and  when  its 
divinest  capacities  find  new  sustenance  and 
.strength.  Sunday  is  God's  merciful  pro- 
vision for  that  great  necessity.  It  holds 
the  secret  of  all  large  benefit,  it  breathes 
the  spirit  of  ample  beatitude.  It  quiets  our 
restlessness,  it  takes  the  fever  out  of  our 
blood,  it  restores  to  us  tranquillity,  it  gives 
us  eyes  to  see  and  hearts  to  feel.  It  is  one 
of  our  rarest  boons — a  gift  that  carries 
blessing  in  its  hands  and  God's  deep  peace 
in  its  heart. 

But  to  realize  its  infinite  worth,  to  steal 
from  it  its  secret  good,  it  must  be  approached 
in  a  right  spirit.  A  man  cannot  suddenly 
stand  amidst  its  unexpected  splendours  and 
immediately  apprehend  their  greatness  and 
power.     That  was  a  sure  instinct  of  the  Jew 
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which  made  him  set  apart  some  hours 
which  he  called  '  the  preparation.'  In 
these  he  prepared  both  mind  and  heart, 
disciplined  his  life  into  quickness  and  sensi- 
bility, tried  to  make  his  soul  susceptible  to 
the  faintest  whisper,  the  least  touch  of  God. 
He  felt  that  God  would  be  in  His  holy  Day, 
lifting  veils  from  His  face,  interpreting  life's 
bewildering  m5^stery,  conferring  gifts  upon 
the  meek  and  humble  and  them  that  were 
poor  in  spirit.  He  knew  that  if  he  would 
not  miss  these  he  must  be  in  the  spirit  of 
holy  things,  his  soul  must  be  sympathetic 
with  their  soul,  he  must  enjoy  that  blessed 
mood  to  which  alone  the  greatest  and 
purest  words  can  be  spoken  and  the  loftiest 
visions  given.  The  method  of  approach  is 
decisive  of  benefit. 
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And  if  to-day  we  would  reco^-er  any  of 
the  old  significance  of  the  Lord's  Day,  if 
we  would  know  its  speechless  blessedness 
and  its  sovereign  power,  we  must  learn  the 
value  of  Saturday  night.  The  great  Day  is 
so  gracious,  so  significant,  so  full  of  un- 
dreamed-of good,  that  he  who  would  find 
all  its  benefit  must  approach  it  in  the 
spirit  to  which  it  can  make  its  greatest 
disclosures  and  interpret  its  holiest  mean- 
ings. If  the  day  is  barren,  with  no  large 
spaces,  no  vital  atmospheres,  no  sweet 
waters  and  refreshing  shades,  it  is  rather 
because  we  have  come  up  to  it  dry  and  arid 
than  because  it  has  lost  anything  of  its 
ancient  splendour  and  beatitude.  To  those 
who  go  to  meet  it  in  reverence  and  ex- 
pectation  it   still  confers  its  old  benefits, 
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it  still  comes  laden  with  its  own  far- 
reaching  good. 

What,  then,  is  the  true  spirit  of  approach? 
How  may  the  heart  prepare  itself  for  the 
hidden  but  certain  good  ?  A  rare  genius 
in  our  literature  has  created  for  us  one 
immortal  picture.  Robert  Burns'  story  of 
'  The  Cottar's  Saturday  Night '  is  a 
possession  for  all  time.  Moreover,  it  is 
instinct  with  its  own  truth,  it  has  its  own 
rare  illumination  and  teaching.  But  to  the 
great  question,  '  How  can  the  soul  pre- 
pare itself  for  Sunday's  high  and  holy 
beatitude?'  four  simple  things,  at  least, 
may  be  said. 

We  must  learn  to  put  our  burdens  down 
— to  leave  the  things  that  are  Caesar's  in 
the  days  and  places  that  are  Caesar's,  to 
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free  our  hearts  of  those  perilous  preoccupa- 
tions which  bhnd  the  eyes  and  deaden 
the  fine  sensibihties  of  the  soul.  Thoughts 
that  are  quite  legitimate  in  six  of  our 
God-given  days  are  illegitimate  on  one  of 
them.  Mr.  Gladstone  attributed  his  long 
life  to  his  rigid  observance  of  God's  Day. 
And  his  method  of  approach  to*  it  was 
worthyof  complete  imitation.  On  Saturday 
evening  he  removed  from  his  library 
table  all  newspapers  and  everything  that 
spoke  exclusively  of  the  present.  And  he 
surrounded  himself  with  things  that  spoke 
authentically  of  the  higher  and  the  divine. 
He  left  week-day  things  in  the  week-days. 
He  did  not  let  them  drag  their  weary  way 
through  the  holy  Day,  blinding  his  eyes, 
breaking    his    wing,    clouding    his    heart. 
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There  is  a  shallow  sense  in  which  that  is 
artificial :  there  is  a  deep  sense  in  which 
it  is  life's  highest  wisdom.  It  may  seem 
to  set  up  an  unreal  distinction  :  it  is  the 
assertion  of  a  real  difference.  We  have  to 
learn  to  say  to  earthly  things,  '  Tarry  ye 
here,  while  I  go  and  pray  yonder ! ' — to 
push  back  the  encroaching  care,  to  break 
the  power  of  earthly  dominations,  and  to 
assert  for  our  soul  that  liberty  to  think, 
without  impediment,  of  those  divine 
things  by  which  it  lives.  And  when  we 
do  not  burden  the  Day  of  the  Lord  with 
the  thousand  things  which  are  not  only 
fitting  but  necessary  for  the  other  days — 
'what  shall  we  eat,  and  what  shall  we  drink, 
and  wherewithal  shall  we  be  clothed  ? ' — 
our  spirits    will    walk    with    untrammelled 
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freedom,  and  God's  Day  will  be  radiant 
with  an  unexpected  shining,  and  our  hearts 
will  find  in  it  a  blessing  that  outstrips 
our  largest  hope. 

Here,  too,  that  supreme  law  rules,  which 
may  be  called  the  law  of  faith,  and  which 
may  be  expressed  in  the  very  words  of  our 
Lord,  '  according  to  your  faith  be  it  done 
unto  you.'  The  secret  of  Sunday's  im- 
poverishment is  largely  accounted  for  by 
the  littleness  of  our  expectation.  We  make 
no  large  ventures,  we  do  not  send  our  hope 
before  us,  we  are  wanting  in  daring  trusts. 
We  do  not  let  our  souls  go  out  in  that 
confident  assurance  which  is  itself  half 
an  attainment.  We  do  not  look  forward 
and  anticipate  and  desire  and  believe. 
The  Day  comes,  quietly  pressing  in  among 
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our  other  days,  and  then  it  goes,  and 
anything  that  it  chances  to  bring  we  quite 
lazily  receive.  But  we  do  not  rise  to  greet 
it.  We  offer  it  no  salutation.  We  are 
not  alert,  ready,  waiting.  And  so  we  miss 
its  high  guerdon,  its  gracious  uphfting, 
its  fine  prophecy.  It  v/ill  not  speak  to 
the  unexpectant,  it  has  neither  message 
nor  gift  for  the  unready.  It  is  when  we 
go  out  to  meet  it  with  the  light  of  a 
great  expectation  blazing  in  our  eyes, 
when  we  confront  it  with  imperishable 
hungers  and  insatiable  thirsts,  that  it 
means  so  much  for  us.  When  we  cry 
out  for  God  in  a  dry  and  weary  land 
where  no  water  is,  it  is  then  that  He 
unseals  the  springs  in  the  very  rocks  and 
makes  the  sand  of  the  desert  a  refreshing 
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pool.  *  One  thing/  said  a  great  singer  of 
Israel,  *  one  thing  have  I  desired,  one 
thing  have  I  sought,  to  behold  the  beauty 
of  the  Lord  and  to  inquire  in  His  temple.' 
It  is  no  wonder  that  the  vision  came  and 
that  the  joy  v/as  his.  Faith  is  creative, 
it  fulfils  its  own  prophecies,  it  makes  its 
own  holy  days.  And  when  one  thing  rules 
all  our  thought  for  the  holy  Day,  and  we 
seek  it  with  a  passion  and  a  fidelity  which 
knows  no  arrest,  then  the  Day  will  break 
for  us  in  an  excelling  brightness,  and  will 
be  a  Day  of  healing,  and  restoration,  and 
uplifting,  and  of  infinite  grace. 

In  our  hearts  there  must  be  the  spirit  of  a 
deep  reverence,  that  holy  and  loving  fear, 
lest  by  a  common  touch  of  soul  sacred 
things  should  be  despoiled  of  their  beauty 
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and  stripped  of  their  power.  That  is  the 
pathetic  possibihty  of  our  irreverence,  of 
our  incapacity  to  see  the  beauty  of  holy 
things.  Sacred  things  become  common, 
the  Day  of  God  is  as  others.  There  is  a 
love  which  is  as  sensitive  as  awe,  which 
handles  holy  things  with  almost  pathetic 
delicacy  and  tenderness.  It  sees  into  their 
very  heart,  it  knows  their  grace  and  great- 
ness, it  touches  them  as  soft  winds  play 
among  delicate  flowers,  as  the  sunlight 
kisses  the  face  of  sickness.  Only  so  does 
the  vision  come  :  only  so  can  the  revela- 
tion be  made.  The  holy  Presence  shrinks 
from  the  shrine  when  it  is  trodden  by 
the  rude  foot,  when  it  is  made  vibrant 
with  the  loud  voice.  The  vision  is  with- 
held from   him   wlio   carries  no  instincti\'C 
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sanctity  of  soul.  To  the  ears  that  are  set 
to  the  noisy  whirl  of  coarseness  there  comes 
no  faintest  accent  of  the  subduing  voice. 
It  is  no  good,  it  cannot  be.  But  if  a  man 
will  walk  in  reverence,  if  he  will  offer  to 
sanctity  the  reverence  of  a  pure  heart,  if 
he  will  bend  his  knee  in  lowliness  and 
meekness,  if  he  has  a  mind  full  of  alert 
sensitiveness,  then,  as  sure  as  the  sun 
mounts  the  sky  in  the  day-time,  God  will 
walk  with  him  in  His  Day,  and  lift  the  veil 
from  His  face,  and  breathe  into  every  bit 
of  his  life  the  sweetness  and  fruitfulness 
of  His  peace.  There  is  no  doubt  about 
it,  we  need  have  no  misgiving.  Reverence 
lives  always  in  the  light  of  His  face,  it 
knows  His  secret,  for  when  men  bow  in 
lowHness    and    godly    fear,    the    Sovereign 
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Lord  always  draws  near,  and  enfolds  the 
loving  heart  in  the  blessedness  of  His 
embrace. 

But  one  other  thing.  To-day  men  are 
greatly  enamoured  of  strenuousness.  It  is 
the  note  to  which  both  our  individual  and 
social  life  are  set.  We  are  challenged  to 
the  admiration  of  the  energy,  the  stress, 
the  tireless  pursuit  with  which  things  are 
sought.  Strenuousness  scales  the  heights, 
wins  the  prizes,  attains  the  goal.  Is  that 
so  ?  Is  that  an  idol  or  a  god  :  a  iine- 
sounding  word  or  a  profound  truth  ? 
Certainly  those  whom  some  of  us  think 
to  be  our  greatest,  if  somewhat  neglected 
teachers,  do  not  call  this  a  gospel.  And  in 
the  higher  reaches  of  life  that  word  does 
not  speak  even  a  part  of  the  truth.     Who 
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ever  captured  the  magic  of  the  sunset  by 
strife,  who  saw  into  the  very  heart  of  a 
flower  by  strenuousness  ?  In  a  profoundly 
suggestive  poem — greatly  loved  by  that 
little  band  of  noble  spirits,  the  Quakers — 
Wordsworth  asks  : 

Think  you  'mid  all  this  nightl}'  sum 

Of  things  for  ever  speaking, 
That  nothing  of  itself  will  come, 

But  we  must  still  be  seeking  ? 

And  before  the  question  is  asked  it  is 
answered : 

I  deem  that  there  are  powers 

Which  of  themselves  our  minds  impress  ; 

That  we  can  feed  this  mind  of  ours 
In  a  wise  passiveness. 

That,  surely,  is  very  near  the  secret  of  the 
greatest  things.  The  disengaged  eye.  the 
wide-open  ear,  the  hushed  and  quiet  heart ; 
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that    brooding   stillness    that    catches   the 
faintest  accent  of  a  voice :   the  spirit,  sen- 
sitive,  quick,    alert— these   are   the    things 
that    we    most    need.     We   clamour,    and 
clamber,  and  cry,  and  we  miss  the  divinest 
things.     They  pass  us  in  dumb  silence,  they 
veil  their  face,   they  offer   us    no   saluta- 
tion;    we    move    among    them    and    they 
give    no    sign.     If    we   would    be   still  we 
might   know  that    He  is   God.     It  is   our 
noise  that  drowns  His  voice.     Our  stridence 
silences  for  us  the  heavenly  music.    Oh  let 
us   be   quiet    and    wait,  throw  wide   open 
every  window  and   door  of   hfe,   and   the 
glory  will  break,   and  the  Presence  come, 
and  all  our  noisy  days  and  years  be  subdued 
into  that  great  calm  which  is  the  everlasting 
peace  of  God. 
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The  last  hours  of  Saturday  hold  the 
secret  of  many  a  Sunday.  The  holy  Day 
needs  a  leisurely  approach,  an  expectant 
drawing  near.  Then  shall  we  find  that  it 
is  a  land  of  respite,  of  springs  of  water,  of 
warm  sunshine,  of  visions  that  are  for 
delight,  and  raptures  that  are  for  strength, 
and  through  it  there  will  run  rivers  of  peace 
and  joy  and  everlasting  gladness.  That  is 
God's  intention  and  purpose,  and  that  may 
be  our  weekly  beatitude  and  upholding. 


Ill 

SUNDAY  MORNING  : 

THE  THRESHOLD   OF  A  GREAT 
OPPORTUNITY 
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The  Sundays  of  man's  life, 
Threaded  together  on  Time's  string, 
Make  bracelets  to  adorn  the  wife 

Of  the  eternal  glorious  King. 
On  Sunday  heaven's  gate  stands  ope  ; 
Blessings  are  plentiful  and  rife, 
More  plentiful  than  hope. 

This  day  my  Sa\dour  rose, 
And  did  enclose  this  light  for  His  : 
That,  as  each  beast  liis  manger  knows, 

Man  might  not  of  his  fodder  miss. 

Christ  hath  took  in  this  piece  of  ground, 

And  made  a  garden  there  for  those 

\^'ho  want  herbs  for  their  wound. 

George  Herbert. 
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SUNDAY  MORNING: 

THE  THRESHOLD  OF  A  GREAT 
OPPORTUNITY 

Life  is  crowded  with  opportunity.  Perhaps 
indeed  it  would  be  truer  to  say  Life  is 
opportunity.  That  is  one  aspect  of  its  deep 
significance :  that  is  what  creates  its  surprise, 
its  fine  glory,  and  its  power.  Now  it  is  the 
vision  of  a  possible  excellence,  some  rare 
beauty  into  which  life  can  be  lifted  ;  and 
now  it  is  a  rapture  beyond  the  reach  of 
words,  an  ecstasy  in  which  the  heart  can 
find  a  fruitful  delight.  Now  it  is  the  dis- 
closure of  a  rare  piece  of  service,  a  task 
that  challenges  the  highest  dedication;  and 
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now  it  is  a  satisfaction  too  subtle  for  defi- 
nition, the  soul's  complete  rest  in  the  bosom 
of  God.  But  we  are  so  often  blind  and 
insensitive,  and  we  miss  the  surpassing 
glory.  We  travel  through  life's  wonderful 
way  entirely  unconscious  of  the  daring  sub- 
limities \nth  which  the  way  is  stre^^m.  We 
pick  our  way  among  august  realities,  but  do 
not  see  either  their  glory  or  their  power. 
We  did  not  see  ! — that  was  all.  It  was  not 
defiance,  but  insensibility,  a  want  of  alert- 
ness :  it  was  not  a  lack  of  need,  but  unfitness. 
The  glory  blazed,  the  splendid  pageant  went 
on  its  deathless  way,  the  music  thrilled 
and  throbbed — but  we  were  blind  and 
deaf. 

That  is  precisely  the  truth  in  relation  to 
the   Day  of  God.     There  is  not  one  of  us 
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who  has  seen  it  in  the  fullness  of  its  splen- 
dour. It  is  full  of  high  visions,  of  august 
and  sweet  voices,  of  gracious  and  compelling 
impulses,  of  shining  opportunities.  But  for 
us  they  are  only  possibilities — dim,  unsub- 
stantial things,  the  stuff  of  which  hopes  are 
compacted,  and  which  are  the  inspiration 
of  desire.  Yet  they  can  be  turned  into 
sublime  and  enduring  realities.  If,  with 
a  fine  faith  in  their  reality  and  splendour, 
the  heart  sets  itself  to  their  divine  using, 
they  are  instinct  with  a  blessedness  which 
everywhere  out-tops  our  thought.  But 
everywhere,  whatever  is  received  is  received 
according  to  the  measure  of  the  receiver. 
And  every  service  which  human  hands  and 
hearts  and  feet  can  render  is  fulfilled  accord- 
ing to  the  fitness  of  him  who  essays  it.    *  I 
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was  in  the  sphit  on  the  Lord's  Day/  sa^^s 
St.  John:  'and  I  heard'  'and  I  saw.'  That 
is  the  eternal  law  of  eye  and  ear,  of  vision 
and  voice.  Wrought  into  the  very  soul  by 
God's  Good  Spirit  is  an  exquisite  fitness, 
which  confers  a  new  and  large  capacity  for 
seeing  and  hearing  and  service.  And  given 
this,  the  Day  comes  crowded  vdth  gracious 
opportunities,  ever}'  one  of  which  holds  great 
possibilities  of  enrichment  and  enhancement 
of  hfe. 

The  wealth  and  worth  which  lie  en- 
shrined in  every  Sunday  no  man  can  tell. 
It  is  written  upon  ever}^  golden  page  of  our 
past,  it  is  the  radiant  brightness  of  our 
present,  and  it  is  the  one  solid  hope  of  all 
the  days  that  are  yet  to  be.  But  only  he 
who  is  alert,  expectant,  ever  waiti'ng  with 
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a  receptive  soul,  catches  the  high  vision, 
enters  into  the  eternal  beatitude. 

Every  Sunday,  as  it  comes  and  goes, 
carries  in  its  hands  three  holy  gifts.  It 
offers  three  divine  possibilities,  in  which 
the  human  soul  may  find  its  loftiest 
development,  its  serenest  and  securest 
peace.  Let  us  think  of  these  just  for  a 
moment. 

Rest.  The  Lord's  Day  strikes  a  deep 
root  into  the  very  nature  of  things.  It  is 
vindicated  by  its  physical  and  intellectual 
and  spiritual  necessity.  It  is  the  divine 
response  to  a  great  and  imperious  human 
need.  Man  is  incapable  of  withstanding  the 
strain  of  incessant  labour.  It  wears  away 
his  strength  and  leaves  him  incapable  of 
his  finest  work.     Every  part  of  his  life  cries 
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out  for  respite.  The  rest  has  its  obvious 
advantage,  but  it  has  its  profound  peril. 
Life  instinctively,  no  matter  how  high  its 
occupation,  tends  to  monotony,  humdrum, 
commonplace.  It  loses  elasticity,  freedom, 
joy.  The  material  becomes  tyrannical,  it 
quenches  the  visions  of  the  soul,  it  petrifies 
the  finest  feelings,  it  coarsens  the  ideal  and 
texture  of  life.  And  Sunday  is  God's  gift 
for  breaking  that  power.  By  it  He  breaks 
our  days  up.  It  is  our  chance  for  looking 
before  and  after.  He  creates  a  wide  space 
for  the  soul  to  breathe  an  ampler  and  a 
sweeter  air  ;  He  sets  our  feet  in  a  large 
place.  On  this  Day,  more  than  upon  any 
other,  we  are  our  own,  we  can  possess 
ourselves  in  quietness,  we  can  think  our  own 
thoughts,    do    the    things    that    our    heart 
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loves,  wholly  live  our  divinest  life,  and 
foretaste  our  deepest  hopes  and  satisfac- 
tions. 

But  rest  does  not  mean  hours  that  are 
vacant  and  empty.  Sunday  is  not  the  gift 
of  sleep  and  indolence.  Empty  minds  and 
hands  are  far  more  tiresome  than  hands 
and  minds  that  are  full.  It  means  change, 
either  by  the  turning  of  the  life  to  other 
interests,  or  the  using  of  other  faculties,  or 
by  a  large  and  welcome  change  of  re- 
straints. It  is,  surely,  the  gift  of  time  to 
be  dedicated  to  life's  highest  interests.  It 
is  the  mind's  chance,  the  soul's  oppor- 
tunity. It  is  just  that  respite  which  is 
required  to  road  some  great  book,  to 
quicken  and  dec^pen  the  sense  of  the 
beauty  of  the  world,  to  brood  upon  those 
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august  realities  that  give  to  hfe  both  its 
meaning  and  its  power,  to  stretch  and 
train  the  mind  and  heart  in  those  vast 
powers  with  which  they  have  been  en- 
dowed, to  apprehend  and  understand  those 
sovereign  laws  which  so  remorselessly 
govern  life,  and  of  which  a  great  Greek 
poet  has  said,  '  mortal  infirmity  did  not 
preside  over  their  birth,  nor  shall  forget- 
fulness  ever  lay  them  to  sleep,'  for  *  there 
is  in  them  a  great  divinity  that  grows  not 
old.'  It  is  the  opportunity  for  cultivating 
a  refining  fellowship  of  hearts,  of  feeling 
the  rapture  and  the  power  of  human 
affection,  for  those  sessions  of  sweet, 
silent  thought  that  cleanse  and  fortify  the 
soul,  for  the  enlargement  of  interest  and 
sympathy,    and   for   the   laying    upon    the 
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heart  of  those  nobler  loves  and  cares  which 
are  so  creative  of  rich  and  gracious 
characters.  In  one  of  the  finest  tributes 
which  poet  ever  paid  to  poet,  WilHam 
Watson  says  of  William  Wordsworth  : 

Thou  hadst,  for  weary  feet,  the  gift  of  rest. 

That  is  the  beatitude  of  Sunday,  that  is  its 
guerdon  for  reverent,  sincere  lives  : 

It  has,  for  weary  hearts,  the  gift  of  rest. 

Worship.  Sunday  is  primarily  a  religious 
gift.  It  matches  the  divinest  qualities  of  our 
life.  It  is  the  holy  Day  of  the  unseen. 
It  is  tlie  creation  of  an  adequate  space  for 
wonder  and  worship.  Mazzini  finely  says, 
*  A  man  learns  nothing  if  he  has  not 
learned  to  wonder.'     We  die  in  our  divinest 
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parts  when  we  cease  to  wonder,  and  to 
cease  to  worship  is  to  cease  to  hve.  Exist 
we  may,  and  go  mechanically  through  the 
thousand  monotonous  details  of  the  common 
day,  but  live  we  cannot,  without  the  unseen. 
'v  Worship  is  surely  our  greatest  act ;  it  is 
that  which  cuts  us  off  most  decisively 
from  all  else  that  God  has  made,  that  sets 
us  apart  in  a  lonely  glory,  that  taxes  our 
finest  powers,  that  calls  forth  our  highest 
capacities,  and  reveals  us  at  our  very  best. 
It  is  the  act  that  makes  the  greatest 
demands,  but  it  is  that  which  confers  the 
greatest  benefits.  It  requires  imagination 
and  patience  and  wonder  and  love,  sure 
fixedness  of  attention,  great  lowliness  of 
heart,  fine  ambition  and  strong  decision, 
and   exquisite   and  simple   trust.     But    to 
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that  spirit  the  gates  of  heaven  are  ever 
open,  every  strip  of  land  is  sacred, 
common  duty  is  the  gateway  to  the 
rarest  apocalypse,  and  the  Face  of  God  is 
always  unveiled. 

This  great  act  looks  and  moves  in  two 
directions.  The  sublimest  movement  is  to- 
ward God;  there,  on  an  ever  radiant  way, 
it  ascends  to  the  beatific  vision  and  the 
ecstatic  rapture.  It  is  full  of  wonder,  privi- 
lege, joy.  It  is  these  soiled,  frustrate  lives 
of  ours  drawing  near  to  Him  who  is  their 
Source,  their  Sustainer,  and  their  Redeemer. 
And  not  empty-handed  is  our  approach 
made,  but  with  those  gifts  which  we  owe, 
and  which  it  is  fit  that  we  should  give. 
Separate  and  alone,  ever}/  human  soul  lays 
at  the  feet  of  God  its  homage  of  adoration, 
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of  gratitude,  of  confession,  and  of  dedication. 
It  is  the  yielding  of  the  whole  hfe  to  the 
obedience  of  the  will  of  the  Lord.  It  is  a 
great,  an  august  act :  never  done  in  sincerity 
but  it  runs  out  in  benefit  and  good  into 
every  part  of  the  life  of  the  reverent  wor- 
shipper. It  brings  elevation  of  thought, 
refinement  of  purpose,  subduing  of  passion, 
the  lifting  up  and  cleansing  of  the  heart, 
a  clearer  and  more  active  vision  of  the 
ideal,  enrichment  of  love,  determination  of 
direction,  fixedness  of  intention,  and  that 
largeness  of  life  which  is  the  indisputable 
prophecy  of  the  reahty  and  splendour  of  the 
life  in  Christ.  We  draw  near  to  God  carrying 
to  Him  in  our  lowly  hearts  and  humble 
hands  i  he  best  that  we  have  to  give  :  we 
dwell   for    a  brief    hour   gazing  with    rapt 
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eyes  upon  the  beauty  of  the  Lord  and 
inquiring  in  His  temple :  we  leave  the  holy 
Presence  a  thousandfold  enriched  with  those 
high  gifts  for  which  the  currency  of  this 
plain  world  has  no  expressive  symbol.  '  By 
gross  utilities  enslaved/  we  burst  their 
fetters,  and  find  that  higher  utility  of  love 
and  wonder  and  worship,  and  '  liberate  our 
hearts  from  low  pursuits.' 

Service.  There  is  a  great  and  wise 
Sabbath  law  which  has  this  preliminary 
command  :  '  Six  days  shalt  thou  labour 
and  do  all  that  thou  hast  to  do.'  It  is  the 
blessing  in  the  curse,  the  joy  that  lies 
deeply  embedded  in  the  very  heart  of  life. 
Sometimes  our  tired  minds  and  bodies 
complain,  they  rise  in  momentary  revolt ; 
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but  without  our  daily  toil  life  would  lose  its 
medicine  for  many  a  heartache  and  for 
many  an  immitigable  sorrow.  But  on  the 
Lord's  Day  there  is  to  be  a  respite  :  '  in  it 
thou  shalt  not  do  any  work.'  Which  word 
Jesus  has  interpreted  with  large  spiritual 
interpretations.  The  common  toil  is  to  be 
laid  aside,  not  that  mind  and  heart  and 
hands  may  stand  empty,  but  that  the 
heart  may  take  upon  itself  a  fairer  burden, 
and  that  the  hands  may  be  filled  with 
more  delicate  ministries.  A  respite  is 
declared  from  the  common  interests  and 
the  common  cares,  that  we  may  find  the 
higher  loves  and  the  holier  burdens.  Gross 
and  earthly  things  fall  from  our  hands, 
that  we  may  fill  them  with  work  of  a 
rarer   texture,   a  more   delicate   beauty,  a 
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further- reaching  power.  To-day — the  great 
Day  of  the  Lord — the  work  is  to  be 
spiritual :  wholly  spiritual  in  intention, 
and,  as  far  as  possible,  spiritual  in  texture 
and  reality.  The  eyes  must  be  called  in 
from  their  wide-ranging  and  often  superficial 
vision  and  fixed  upon  that  deep  reality 
which  gives  to  life,  always  and  everywhere, 
all  its  beauty  and  every  bit  of  its  power. 

No  diviner  thought  can  haunt  a  human 
mind  than  this,  and  none  more  sacred 
dominate  a  human  life  :  that  the  high  God 
privileges  His  children  to  be  sharers  with 
Him  in  the  glory  and  joy  of  the  world's 
redemption.  Wrought  once,  in  one  supreme 
act,  in  holy  intention,  it  is  to  be  evermore 
wrought  in  a  thousand  delicate  deeds,  into 
the    very    structure     of    human    life    and 
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society.  This  is  that  which  speaks  the 
most  commanding  word,  confers  the  richest 
ennoblement,  and  challenges  to  the  com- 
pletest  sacrifice.  And  this  is  one  of  the 
supreme  duties  of  this  day.  We  are  sent 
to  serve  :  that  is  our  holy  calling ;  and  this 
day  is  the  opportunity  which  is  always  the 
predestined  counterpart  to  duty.  '  The 
sublimest  argument  ends  in  service,  and 
service  itself  is  the  sublimest  argument.' 

There  is  ignorance  to  be  enlightened, 
immaturity  to  be  trained,  the  wayward  and 
the  wilful  to  be  reclaimed,  the  careless 
and  the  apathetic  to  be  interested,  to  be 
wooed  and  won,  the  despondent  to  be 
cheered,  and  tlie  sorrowful  to  be  comforted. 
Wide-open  doors  stand  everywhere,  and 
poignant,  plangent  voices  fall    ever    upon 
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the  ear.  It  is  the  Day  of  unremunerative 
toil  which  has  the  higher  remuneration  : 
the  opportunity  of  self-forgetful  service 
which  has  the  higher  fruitfulness.  Men  often 
heed  it  not;  but  it  always  lies,  to  its  very 
faintest  accent,  in  the  long,  still  memory 
of  God.  It  is  not  a  day  of  selfishness  but 
of  ministry,  a  day  when  freedom  from  the 
lower  service  only  confirms  and  deepens  the 
obligations  of  the  higher. 

Oh  work  thy  works  in  God  !     He  can  rejoice  in 

nought 
Save   only   in    Himself,    and    what    His    Self    has 

wrought. 

This,  surely,  is  the  Day  which  the  Lord 
hath  made.  Its  splendour  declares  its 
lineage  ;  its  high  possibility  and  lofty  min- 
istry witness  to  the  greatness  of  its  origin. 
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VHiat  vast  vistas  it  opens  up,  what  refresh- 
ing fountains  it  unseals,  what  glories  it 
brings  into  the  light  of  common  day  !  It 
takes  ever}^  one  of  our  common  days  under 
its  gracious  protection,  and  breathes  through 
all  our  life  its  exquisite  peace.  It  calls  us 
to  the  high  and  holy  acts  of  our  divinest 
espousals,  it  puts  into  our  hands  ministries 
whose  plan  and  spirit  are  heaven-born  and 
Christlike,  and  whose  ultimate  goal  is  the 
Father's  great  home  above.  On  this  day  in 
the  Father's  House  we  may  be  engaged  in 
the  Father's  business,  we  may  be  fed  with 
the  life-giving  food  of  the  angels,  may  gaze 
into  the  sweet  Face  of  our  Lord,  and  in 
the  mystery  of  a  holy  sacrament  may  not 
only  pledge  ourselves  to  the  greatest  things, 
but  may  receive  that  grace  by  which  all  our 
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finest  intentions  shall  pass  into  acts  of  holy 
achievement. 

But  they  are  only  possibilities,  and  they 
may  be  missed.  Some  do  miss'  them, 
and  spend  long  days  without  a  lamp  for 
guidance  or  a  joy  for  strength.  Poverty 
leaps  upon  them,  a  poverty  of  which  the 
poverty  of  the  earth  is  but  a  poor  symbol, 
a  poverty  of  hope  and  love  and  joy,  a 
poverty  of  those  divine  elements  in  which 
all  that  is  great  and  fair  in  life  consists. 
But  to  him  who  meets  them  with  sympathy, 
who  rises  to  welcome  them  with  holy  greet- 
ing, who  is  alert,  expectant,  waiting,  every 
succeeding  Sunday  shall  be  a  step  of  high 
ascent  towards  the  far-off  glory  of  a  rare 
perfection,  a  clearly  marked  path  toward 
that    fnial   goal    of   complete    fruition   and 
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abiding  satisfaction  which  is  God's  pre- 
destined purpose  for  every  human  hfe.  And 
when  that  happens,  Sunday  will  have  re- 
covered its  ancient  glory  in  our  life:  and 
they  for  whom  to-day  it  is  empty  of  interest 
and  void  of  benefit,  seeing  its  splendour  and 
power,  will  haply  turn  their  feet  to  its 
obedience  and  their  heart  to  its  love. 


IV 


SUNDAY  NOONTIDE  :    THE  SECRET 
OF  THE  GREAT  APOCALYPSE 


77 


And  I  have  felt 
A  presence  that  disturbs  me  with  the  joy 
Of  elevated  thoughts  ;   a  sense  subUme 
Of  something  far  more  deeply  interfused, 
\Mi03e  dvrelhng  is  the  light  of  setting  suns, 
And  the  round  ocean  and  the  Uving  air, 
And  the  blue  sky,  and  in  the  mind  of  man. 

Wordsworth. 


Here,  O  my  Lord,  I  see  Thee  face  to  face  ; 

Here  would  I  touch  and  handle  things  unseen, 
Here  grasp  with  firmer  hand  the  eternal  grace, 

And  all  my  weariness  upon  Thee  lean. 

Dr.  Bonar. 
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IV 

SUNDAY  NOONTIDE  :    THE  SECRET 
OF  THE  GREAT  APOCALYPSE 

It  is  well  sometimes  to  think  of  the 
advantage  of  disadvantage.  Advantage  is 
never  all  advantage,  and  disadvantage  is 
never  all  disadvantage.  There  is  a  dis- 
advantage of  advantage,  and  an  advantage 
of  disadvantage.  The  latter  Shakespeare 
has  spoken  in  familiar  and  immortal  words  : 

Sweet  are  the  uses  of  adversity, 

Which  hke  the  toad,  ugly  and  venomous, 

Wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head. 

And  many  of  the  writers  in  the  Bible 
have  set  out  the  same  fact.  Two  of  the 
greatest  may  answer  for  the  whole.    Isaiah 
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with  great  boldness  saj^s,  '  Thy  heart  shall 
fear,  but  it  shall  be  enlarged.*  There  shall 
be  trembling,  perhaps  agony  :  but  there 
shall  be  growth.  x\nd  in  well-quoted 
but  profound  words,  St.  Paul  says,  *  Our 
light  affliction,  which  is  for  the  moment, 
w^orketh  for  us  more  and  more  exceedingly 
an  eternal  weight  of  glory.'  WTiat  superb 
assurance  words  hke  these  create,  what 
daring  hopes  they  breed  !  At  the  very 
heart  of  our  darkest  and  bitterest  hours 
there  is  a  place  of  light,  a  core  of  good. 
Our  most  pathetic  loneliness  does  but 
create  that  space  which  gives  room,  for 
God. 

One  of  the  greatest  illustrations  of  this 
gracious  truth  comes  up  to  us  out  of  the 
life     of     St.    John.      It    was     the     dark, 
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mysterious  hour  of  his  banishment,  when 
he  did  not  see  the  way  of  his  going,  nor 
understand  the  poignancy  of  his  disciphne. 
It  was  a  land  of  sorrow  and  hardness, 
of  bitter  loneHness  and  tragic  defeat.  But 
in  that  land  there  was  a  Presence.  Jesus 
walked  with  His  old  disciple.  And  St. 
John's  eyes  beheld  again  the  authentic 
vision,  and  his  ears  heard  the  authentic 
voice.  Let  his  own  great  words  set  the 
fact  forth  :  '  I  was  in  the  spirit  on  the 
Lord's  Day,  and  I  heard  behind  me  a 
great  voice  .  .  .  and  having  turned  I  saw 
.  .  .  One  like  unto  a  son  of  man.'  There 
came  to  him  a  great  apocalypse,  veils  were 
withdrawn,  secrets  were  declared,  God's 
face  was  unveiled.  And  in  the  light  of 
that  seeing,  the  saints  of  God,  from  then 
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to  now,  have  found  the  source  of  m- 
domitable  strength,  the  secret  of  mcom- 
municable  peace.  Here  is  the  profound 
interpretation  of  those  holy  days  of 
elevated  thoughts  and  profound  joys, 
which  have  sent  their  fertilizing  influences 
running  through  all  our  days,  like  streams 
of  fresh,  clear  water  through  parched 
lands  and  places  of  barrenness.  Let  us  try 
to  find  that  secret,  for  it  is  the  key  to 
our  most  tragic  hours,  as  it  is  the  root  of 
our  rarest  and  most  blessed  experiences. 

Let  us  look  first  at  the  marvellous  com- 
bination of  facts.  And  let  us  look  well, 
for  it  expresses  the  great  and  eternal  law 
of  all  such  high  manifestations.  '  I  was  in 
the  spirit  .  .  .  and  I  heard  .  .  .  and  I 
saw.'     That   is    to   say,  there    is  a  law  of 
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revelation — it  is  not  casual,  capricious, 
indeterminate.  There  is  a  preliminary 
predisposition,  a  condition  of  sensitive 
fitness  to  which  only  the  great  disclosure 
can  be  made.  The  vision  is  there  and 
the  voice,  but  only  he  who  has  a  soul 
attuned  to  these  great  things  will  see  the 
one  or  hear  the  other.  What  a  man  sees 
is  determined  by  his  condition,  his  mood, 
his  temper  :  it  is  the  soul  behind  the  ear 
that  says  what  it  is  to  which  that  ear 
shall  hearken.  Flaming  portents  would 
carry  no  tidings  to  blind  eyes,  and  over- 
mastering harmonies  no  music  to  ears 
that  are  deaf. 

'  I  was  in  the  spirit.'  What  does  that 
mean  ?  Let  us  try  to  interpret  the  phrase 
in  the  light  of  commoner  and  more  familiar 
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words.  We  speak  of  men  being  '  in  love,' 
'  in  anger,'  '  in  uncertainty/  '  in  jealousy/ 
where  it  seems,  not  as  though  the  man 
possessed  the  thing,  but  that  it  possessed 
him.  For  the  moment  he  was  not  his 
o\\'n  master.  He  seemed  to  be  lifted  out 
of  himself,  and  swayed  and  controlled 
and  dominated  and  determined  by  this 
sovereign  fact  that  held  him  in  its  sure 
grasp.  This  profound  emotion,  this  com- 
pelling energy,  swept  over  his  life  and 
swayed  it  as  it  would ;  he  was  in  its 
hand,  and  for  the  time  was  dominated  by 
its  power. 

It  is  always  so  in  all  the  higher  reaches 
of  life.  The  orator  in  his  great  moments, 
when  he  holds  the  mind  of  a  thousand 
men  in  his  grasp,  and  bends  them  to  his 
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will,  feels  that  it  is  not  he.  He  could  not 
do  it  of  himself.  He  is  but  the  trumpet 
in  the  hand  of  a  Greater  than  himself,  it 
is  His  breath  that  blows  the  '  soul-animating 
strains,'  and  nerves  the  people  to  high 
endeavour  and  splendid  sacrifice.  It  is  so 
also  with  'he  poet,  the  musician,  the  painter, 
and  all  who  walk  in  the  great  ways  and 
do  the  great  things.  So  here,  St.  John 
points  to  an  experience  that  is  commoner 
than  we  think,  to  a  fact  that  startles  us,  but 
which  has  more  manifestations  than  we 
imagine.  It  is  not  so  much  that  he  has 
laid  hold  of  God,  as  that  God  has  laid 
hold  of  him.  He  is  God-possessed,  God- 
controlled,  '  God-intoxicated.'  In  those 
sure,  strong  hands  he  is  held,  into  that 
Holy   Spirit    he    has    been    baptized.     His 
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whole  being  is  beset,  \nth  a  most  intimate 
besetting,  b}^  God.     '  I  was  in  the  spirit.' 

'  And  I  heard  .  .  .  and  I  saw.'  He 
remembered  the  day  when  he  first  saw  the 
Lord.  WTiat  strange  movings  there  were 
in  his  hfe,  how  that  august  Presence 
disturbed  him  !  He  remembered  the 
sovereign  chahenge  that  positively  shook 
him  and  left  him  no  way  of  escape.  And 
then  there  was  his  tentative  response,  and 
trust,  and  love,  and  hope,  and  joy  ;  and 
the  growing  intercourse,  and  the  richer 
sympathy,  and  the  larger  life.  He  had 
seen  Jesus  in  all  the  great  hours  of  His 
self-disclosure.  He  had  bowed  before  the 
excelling  glory  of  the  Transfiguration,  he 
had  felt  the  pathetic  subduing  of  the 
sorrow  in  Gcthscmane,  lie  had  beheld  the 
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sublimity  of  the  august  glory  of  the  Cross. 
He  knew  Him  as  no  man  on  this  earth 
had  known  Him.  But  He  had  departed, 
and  He  had  not  come  again.  The  days 
had  grown  to  v/eeks,  the  weeks  to  months, 
the  months  to  years,  but  the  voice  had 
been  silent,  the  Presence  had  been  with- 
drawn. But  now,  at  the  last,  He  had 
come.  The  lonely  servant  had  suddenly 
found  that  the  common  way  was  being 
trodden  by  the  feet  of  the  great  Companion ; 
the  common  air  became  vocal  with  the 
music  of  His  voice.  There  He  stood* 
clothed  in  the  majesty  of  His  exalted 
glory,  and  His  voice  had  the  same 
tenderness  and  the  same  authority.  He 
saw  and  he  hoard  :  and  a  joy  that  passes 
beyond    the    boundaries    of    all     thought, 
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and  is  too  deep  even  for  tears,  flooded 
his  soul.  His  spirit  exulted  in  the  grace 
of  Christ. 

And  the  testimony  of  one  who  has 
seen  is  a  valid  testimony.  This  is  not  a 
question  of  majorities.  All  the  blind  men 
in  the  world  cannot  ia validate  the  testi- 
mony of  one  who  has  eyes.  Blind  men 
have  their  place,  but  it  is  not  in  the  sphere 
of  vision  :  they  have  their  gifts,  but  they 
do  not  count  in  the  world  of  light.  They 
may  have,  often  indeed  they  have,  great 
gifts  of  hearing,  and  they  make  rare 
musicians ;  in  a  few  cases  they  have  been 
fine  men  of  affairs,  they  have  now  and 
again  been  great  preachers  of  the  gospel 
of  Christ.  But  we  do  not  go  to  a  bhnd 
man   to  match    colours,   to    learn  how    to 
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paint,  to  have  interpreted  the  pomp  of  a 
sunset,  to  catch  the  flash  of  a  new  star. 
These  are  pathetically  withdrawn  from  his 
ken ;  there  he  has  no  least  authority.  Only 
he  who  has  eyes  can  see,  only  he  who  has 
ears  can  hear.  I  go  to  a  man  and  he  says, 
'  I  like  your  Bible  ! — it  is  superb  literature. 
It  is  splendid  in  style,  it  has  gorgeous 
imagery,  fine  stories,  soul-shaking  situ- 
ations, daring  figures,  sweet  parables, 
exquisite  aphorisms,  marvellous  proverbs, 
scenes  of  surpassing  beauty,  commanding 
moralities.'  How  strange  !  That  is  not  my 
Bible!  My  Bible  is  loved,  as  it  is  loved, 
for  deeper  things  than  these.  Here  is  a  man 
who  hardly  knows  the  things  for  which  it 
has  been  praised.  But  he  has  lived  by  it. 
Its  broad  light  has  shone  upon  the  deepest 
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places  in  life,  it  has  healed  his  bitterest 
and  most  painful  hurt.  He  has  been 
tempted,  and  it  has  succoured  him.  He 
has  seen  the  sun's  eclipse  and  all  the  glory 
fade  out  of  the  night,  and  this  has  been  a 
light  to  his  way.  Sorrow  has  wrought  her 
uttermost  desolation,  but  in  its  gracious 
words  he  has  found  comfort.  By  its  grace 
he  has  become  pure  and  true,  sacrifice  has 
become  instinctive  and  duty  a  daily  delight. 
Shall  I  say  to  him,  '  All  have  not  found 
that,  therefore  in  \^our  case  it  cannot  be 
true.'  No  1  no!  His  experience  is  valid, 
his  witness  is  a  true  record.  Rather  let 
one  man  who  has  ears  and  eyes,  and  who 
knows,  be  true,  though  all  others  be  found 
to  be  false.  '  I  was  in  Ihc  spirit  .  .  .  and 
I    heard    .    .    .    and  I  saw.'     That   is  the 
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indisputable  testimony  of  one  who  saw 
and  heard,  and  we  receive  his  witness  that 
it  is  true. 

Is  that  a  lonely  experience?  Is  St.  John 
the  only  man  who  has  seen  the  invisible  ? 
To  him  only  has  there  come  a  voice  from 
heaven  ?  Or  does  this  startling  experience 
of  the  unveiled  Presence,  of  the  heard  voice, 
set  out  the  possibility  of  the  life  of  all  who 
love  the  sacred  name  of  Christ  ?  Can  we 
see  and  hear,  and  feel  and  know  ?  The 
Scripture  is  very  explicit,  very  clear.  Every 
man  who  walks  in  sincerity,  who  does  the 
will  of  God  from  his  heart,  whose  soul  is 
pure  and  whose  hands  are  clean,  walks  in 
the  unseen  with  wide-open  eyes,  tho»  in- 
visible becomes  actual,  voices  fall  upon  his 
sensitive   cars,    to   him    is    vouchsafed    an 
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apocatypse  of  God.  The  testimony  is  uni- 
form, the  experience  is  continuous.  Of 
Moses  it  is  said  that  he  endured  *  as  seeing 
Him  who  is  invisible.'  Of  Enoch  it  is  written 
that  he  '  walked  with  God.'  Isaiah,  in  inter- 
preting his  great  experience,  says,  *  I  saw 
the  Lord.'  And  he  adds  quite  naturally, 
'and  I  heard  the  voice  of  the  Lord.'  When 
the  light  of  the  Lord's  transfigured  glory 
shone  about  the  three  disciples,  there  came 
a  voice  out  of  the  cloud,  and  they  heard 
it  say,  *  This  is  My  beloved  Son.'  As 
Saul  of  Tarsus  journeyed  to  Damascus  he 
beheld  the  glory  and  heard  the  voice.  But 
why  multiply  instances  ?  Except  to  say  that 
that  one  perfect  Man,  who  is  the  pattern 
for  every  other  man,  always  walked  in  the 
clear  shining  of  the  invisible.   He  was  always 
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hearing  voices,  the  unseen  stood  in  clear 
sight,  and  earth's  common  ways  were  always 
the  shining  pathways  of  an  invisible  and 
holy  land.  To  see  God  and  to  hear  His 
voice  is  the  heritage,  here  and  now,  of  all 
who  love  His  name,  and  v/ho  wait  in  hope 
and  patience  for  the  complete  apocalypse  of 
His  glory. 

But  we  must  trust  our  faculties,  we  must 
believe  in  our  own  experiences.  We  degrade 
ourselves  when  we  trust  some  of  our  powers 
and  doubt  the  best.  We  trust  the  eyes  of 
the  body  and  suspect  the  eyes  of  the  spirit : 
we  know  the  sound  that  falls  upon  the  cars, 
but  are  doubtful  of  the  music  that  is  heard 
by  the  heart.  Tidings  come  to  us  along  the 
nerves  of  the  flesh  and  we  are  quite  confi- 
dent, but  those  deeper  tidings  tliat  visit  the 
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soul  do  not  seem  to  us  to  have  the  same 
certainty.  Here  is  a  thing  that  I  can  touch 
and  taste  and  handle.  Of  that  I  am  sure. 
To-morrow  I  shall  be  equalh^  confident. 
I  saw  it  !  I  touched  it !  I  am  sure  !  I  am 
feehng  my  way  through  the  dark  paths  of 
intellectual  pilgrimage.  I  am  in  search  of 
a  truth.  Suddenly  its  light  shines  upon  me. 
There  it  stands.  I  see  it  !  I  am  sure  ! 
Here  is  a  thing  of  beaut}'' — the  pageant  of 
the  sky,  a  l3Tic  of  exquisite  power,  a  land- 
scape of  excelling  loveliness,  a  picture  of 
haunting  suggestion,  a  piece  of  enthralling 
music.  In  a  moment  its  magical  grace 
enthrals  me.  I  sec  it.  It  is  there.  The  joy 
of  it  thrills  and  throbs  in  my  very  soul. 
And  men  say  the  testimony  of  these  faculties 
is  true.     It  is  a  valid  witness.     But  I  have 
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another  set  of  faculties ;  they  are  very  subtle, 
very  elusive — but  they  are  very  real.  I  pray. 
No  one  taught  me  to ;  it  is  instinctive. 
I  need  guidance  as  to  how  to  pray,  but  my 
Maker  taught  me  to  do  it.  And  sometimes 
as  I  pray  I  have  a  strange  sense  of  the 
unseen.  I  feel  presences,  I  hear  voices, 
hands  are  stretched  out  to  me,  mysteries 
are  unveiled,  reality  is  discovered — God  is 
there  !  That  experience  is  as  valid,  as  real, 
as  certain  as  any  other.  That,  surely,  is  the 
faith  to  which  we  must  cling,  the  certainty 
of  which  we  must  take  tight  hold — the 
spiritual  intuitions  of  the  deeper  life  are  not 
uncertain,  doubtful:  but  the  certain  findings 
of  the  finest  powers  of  human  character 
and  life.  'I  was  in  the  spirit  .  .  .  and 
I  heard  .  .  .  and  I  saw.' 


96  The  Lord's  Day 

That,  surety,  is  the  unexhausted  miracle 
of  our  weekly  worship.  '  One  thing  have  I 
asked  of  the  Lord,'  cried  a  psalmist,  in  an 
hour  of  passionate  love  for  God,  '  one  thing 
will  I  seek  after :  that  I  may  dwell  in  the 
house  of  the  Lord  all  the  days  of  my  hfe, 
to  behold  the  beauty  of  the  Lord,  and  to 
inquire  in  His  temple.'  That  has  ever  been 
the  cry  of  the  deepest  human  heart,  and  it 
is  a  cry  that  is  not  raised  in  vain.  Men 
have  gone  up  to  God's  house  disenchanted. 
The  gUtter  of  earth's  tinsel,  the  emptiness 
of  its  satisfactions,  the  poverty  of  its  joys, 
have  wrought  their  own  disillusion.  The 
world's  gold,  in  their  very  hand,  has 
turned  to  dust.  There  they  have  bent  in 
penitence  and  hope,  with  tears  in  their 
eyes  they  have  lifted  their  faces  to  heaven ; 
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and  lo  !  the  great  revealing  has  come. 
Before  their  hearts  there  has  stood  unveiled 
a  loveliness  that  eclipses  all  the  beauty  of 
the  earth,  and  they  have  seen  a  reality 
beside  which  the  eternal  hills  are  but  as 
the  shadows  of  a  vanishing  mist.  Life  has 
been  cleansed,  purpose  purified,  affection 
refined,  and  they  have  gone  back  to  a 
common  path  and  a  quite  ordinary  duty 
quite  certain  of  their  strength  and  their 
joy.     They  had  heard  and  they  had  seen. 

'  I  was  in  the  spirit  on  the  Lord's  Day  !  ' 
It  is  all  there.  That  brief  sentence  holds 
the  secret  of  our  tragic  Sundays,  of  their 
barrenness,  querulousness,  superficiality 
futility.  It  is  the  root,  too,  of  their  sub- 
limities, of  their  gracious  subduings,  of 
their  abiding  power.     So  often  we  arc  not 
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*  in  the  spirit/  Then  we  walk  in  a  dry 
land,  a  land  of  barrenness,  w^here  there  is 
no  water.  In  worship  we  are  critical  :  the 
preacher  does  not  suit  us,  the  choir  is  out  of 
tune  and  inharmonious,  the  soloist  is  dis- 
posed to  be  flat,  the  church  is  not  to  our 
mind.  And  we  return,  having  walked  in  a 
common  way.  There  has  been  no  vision, 
no  sound  of  magical  music,  no  lifting  of 
the  veil.  Or — oh  !  blessed  and  holy  state  ! 
— we  were  '  in  the  spirit.'  We  had  been 
sore  pressed  and  hindered,  things  had  gone 
awry,  despondency  had  come  into  our 
hearts,  and  great  sorrow  had  visited  us, 
and  we  felt  we  could  not  live  without  the 
upholding  sense  of  God.  Our  very  flesh 
cried  out  for  the'  living  Christ.  And  so  in 
meekness  and  modesty,  in  hope  and  desire, 
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in  love  and  in  sympathy,  we  went  up  into 
the  House  of  God.  And  as  we  prayed  and 
praised,  and  Hstened  and  waited,  the  light 
broke  through,  the  glory  came.  There  was 
no  noise,  no  clamour.  We  were  very  still, 
for  we  felt  that  the  great  and  good  God 
was  near,  we  beheld  His  Face  and  we  heard 
His  Voice.  We  cannot  explain  it,  but  we 
know.  We  whisper  to  our  quiet  heart,  '  I 
was  in  the  spirit  on  the  Lord's  Day  .  .  . 
and  I  heard  .  .  .  and  I  saw.'  That  is  all, 
but  that  is  enough. 


SUNDAY  EVENING:   A  SESSION  OF 
SWEET,  SILENT  THOUGHT 


When  quiet  in  my  house  I  sit, 
Thy  Book  be  my  companion  stilly 

My  joy  Thy  sajdngs  to  repeat, 
Talk  o'er  the  records  of  Thy  mil, 

And  search  the  oracles  divine 

Till  every  heartfelt  word  be  mine. 

O  may  the  gracious  words  divine 
Subject  of  all  my  converse  be  ! 

So  will  the  Lord  His  follower  join, 
And  walk  and  talk  Himself  with  me  : 

So  shall  my  heart  His  presence  prove, 

And  burn  with  everlasting  love. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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SUNDAY  EVENING:  A  SESSION  OF 
SWEET,  SILENT  THOUGHT 

The  first  Sunday  evening  is  a  delicate 
picture  of  what  every  Sunday  evening  may 
be :  a  period  of  deep  fellowship  with  Jesus, 
and  a  daring  apocalypse  of  the  Lord  at  the 
day's  last  meal.  The  little  band  of  hunted 
and  haunted  disciples  had  come  to  that  day 
weary  and  disheartened  with  many  a  care. 
It  had  been  a  bitter  and  trying  week,  and 
they  were  dispirited,  despondent,  downcast. 
The  way  of  their  walking  had  been  a  path 
of  disenchantment,  they  stooped  under 
sudden  and  unexpected  burdens.  The  light 
had  ^'anis]lcd,  life's  glory  had  been  stripped 
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away,  that  which  seemed  so  rich  and  full  had 
been  given  back  to  them  empty  and  vain. 
Sorrow,  too,  had  shaken  their  lives  to  the 
very  centre,  for  hope  had  perished :  and  joy, 
whose  gracious  presence  had  brightened 
every  day,  had  seemed  to  take  her  ever- 
lasting departure.  The  Cross  had  quenched 
their  gladness  and  had  overthrown  their 
peace.  But  good  news  had  fallen  upon 
their  ears,  their  holden  eyes  had  been 
opened,  their  carefulness  had  been  imper- 
ceptibly stolen  av\^ay  from  them,  and  life  had 
once  more  become  invested  with  its  death- 
less charm.  And  in  the  evening,  as  they  sat 
together,  without  noise  or  the  opening  of 
doors,  the  Lord  stood  in  their  midst,  and 
with  Him  there  came  the  gift  of  peace  and 
hope  and  far-shining  joy. 
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That  is  the  pattern  of  all  Sunday  nights 
until  that  last  one,  whose  brightness  shall 
be  eclipsed  by  the  breaking  of  the  Eternal 
Day.  Our  way  to  Sunday  is  often  a  hard 
way  ;  it  has  been  full  of  difficulty  and  beset 
with  peril,  and  we  come  up  to  the  holy  Day, 
again  and  again,  w^orn  and  fretted  and 
weary.  Our  fine  ardours  are  exhausted 
and  our  strength  is  spent.  But  a  strange 
light  shines  on  this  day,  and  it  has  a 
glory  of  its  own.  It  feels  different  from 
every  other  day.  As  we  read  God's  Word, 
the  sacred  page  glows  with  a  holy  flame. 
Our  human  fellowship  is  lifted  into  a  divine 
communion.  The  clouds  break,  the  heavens 
are  rent,  and  we  catch  a  new  and  satis- 
fying vision  of  Christ.  Hope  trims  her 
lamp,  and  joy  sings  her  song,  and  strength 
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girds  its  loins,  and  a  new  lilt  and  a  new 
music  come  into  life,  and  we  set  our  faces 
again  to  the  high  things  and  are  disturbed 
with  the  passion  of  the  ancient  ardours. 
That  little  interlude — the  quiet,  radiant 
space  that  lies  between  the  mountain  and 
the  multitude,  so  full  of  exquisite  memories 
and  fine  inspirations — how  sweet  it  is,  how 
tender,  how  gracious  !  \Vhat  period  in  all 
the  week  has  so  bewitching  a  charm  as  the 
last  hours  of  God's  holy  Day?  The  day's 
ministry  has  closed,  its  music  has  been  rolled 
up  into  silence,  its  raptures  are  great 
memories  :  but  the  great  peace  has  come, 
and  quiet  joy  and  serene  hope.  It  is  like 
a  breath  of  heaven  blowing  through  our 
mortal  days,  and  cleansing  them  all  with 
its  own  refinement  and  grace. 
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Anything  so  sacred,  so  sensitive,  so 
beautiful,  must  hold  the  spirit  of  man  in  a 
most  delicate  poise.  It  needs  but  a  breath 
to  be  decisive  of  the  largest  issues.  It  is 
easy  to  take  a  step  forward  or  to  recede 
in  painful  retrogression.  We  may  lose  the 
treasure  or  enhance  and  enrich  it.  It  is 
well,  therefore,  that  we  should  think  over 
again  the  old  time-worn  thoughts,  that  we 
should  keep  our  hearts  in  quiet  serenity, 
that  we  may  find  wisdom  and  guidance  and 
strength. 

John  Bunyan,  in  his  own  simple  and 
great  way,  says  :  '  Then  I  saw  that  there 
was  a  way  to  Hell,  even  from  the  Gates  of 
Heaven,  as  well  as  from  the  City  of  De- 
struction.' What  a  startling  and  heart- 
awakening    word  ;      but    what    insight    it 
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shows,  and  what  truth  !  Heh's  gate  opens 
by  the  door  of  heaven,  and  we  may  pass 
directly  from  the  place  of  the  holy  vision 
to  the  shivering  cold  of  unholiness  and 
the  undying  worm.  Wherever  there  is 
good  seed  sown  there  are  always  flocks 
of  birds  waiting  to  devour  it.  Every  one  of 
our  fairest  Edens  has  an  unsuspected 
serpent.  There  it  lurks,  all  the  more 
dangerous  because  we  do  not  think  of  it. 
The  more  exquisite  is  our  joy,  the  more 
certain  and  the  more  subtle  is  our  peril. 
The  restraints  of  the  holy  Da}^  and  its  high 
emotions  have  their  own  danger.  Our  high 
fellowship  has  wrought  a  finer  sensitiveness, 
and  we  are  the  more  susceptible  to  every 
touch  of  evil.  \\c  may  easily  be  caught 
away  by  a  thousand  attractive  frivolities, 
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by  the  light,  contagious  laughter,  by 
thoughts  that  are  unfriendly  to  the  holiest 
things.  And  grim  care  looks  through  the 
form  of  to-morrow,  and  perhaps  fear  and 
uncertainty ;  and  as  the  long  way  stretches 
before  us  we  see  the  inevitable  burden,  the 
sure  peril,  and  the  bitter  conflict.  And  so, 
in  spite  of  the  brooding  calm,  the  radiant 
peace,  the  shining  gladness,  it  is  an  hour  of 
very  subtle  and  deadly  peril.  Many  a  man 
has  lost  in  an  unexpected  hour  that  for 
which  he  has  toiled  for  a  lifetime  :  and  in 
an  evening  hour  which  has  been  an  unworthy 
close  to  a  great  day  the  vision  has  been 
quenched,  the  joy  despoiled,  and  the  grace 
gone. 

What  can  wc  do  ?     What  is  tlic  simple 
duty   of   the  hour  ?      If  the   perils'  are  so 
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thick,  how  can  we  pick  our  way  in  safety 
between  them  ?     Let  us  see. 

Our  first  duty  is  to  guard  the  treasure. 
In  the  happy  hours  of  this  Day  there  has 
entered  into  our  hfe  that  which  is  beyond  the 
price  of  rubies.  We  have  had  a  new  vision 
of  the  abiding  things — the  Face  of  God  has 
been  disclosed,  we  have  felt  the  old  rapture 
and  have  thrilled  with  the  exultant 'delight. 
It  is  a  boon  of  infinite  worth.  Its  high 
possibilities  none  can  measure.  It  holds 
the  secret  of  a  week's  sweetness  and 
courage  and  invincibility  and  power.  It 
will  cast  its  glamour  upon  every  one  of  our 
acts,  and  will  run  out  as  a  refining  fire  to 
the  farthest  circumference  of  our  life. 
Nothing  can  escape  its  transfiguration, 
there  is  ^nothing  that  will  nut  throw  back 
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the  brightness  of  its  shining.  It  is  worth 
defending.  It  will  pay  us  to  conserve  it. 
We  have  a  treasure  of  priceless  possession, 
a  power  of  far-reaching  and  high-exalting 
energy.  So  we  must  guard  every  one  of 
the  little  places  through  which  it  may 
depart.  Our  mirth  must  be  touched  with 
seriousness,  our  quick-running  tongues  held 
under  restraint,  our  most  intimate  inter- 
course be  filled  with  reverence.  In  the 
reading  of  an  elevating  book,  in  the  pure 
delight  of  sweet  music,  in  pure  thought, 
white-winged  and  whole-hearted,  in  the 
happy  fellowship  of  human  love  that  keeps 
the  soul  in  purity  and  grS.ce,  in  lowly 
meditation  and  reverent  and  silent  prayer, 
we  must  guard  the  kindled  fire  lest  the 
light  be  quenched,  we  must  strengthen  the 
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heart  lest  the  courage  fail.  The  treasure 
is  ours,  it  is  of  great  beauty  and  worth  : 
we  must  fence  it  about  with  solicitude 
and  thought  and  love.  For  to  lose  it  is  an 
impoverishment  beyond  the  power  of  speech, 
a  disaster  that  leaves  us  poor  indeed. 

Then,  this  exquisite  hour  should  have 
some  part  of  it  given  to  thinking  for 
ourselves  the  thoughts  that  we  have  heard, 
and  to  the  deepening  of  the  great  impulses 
that  have  visited  our  hfe.  If  it  be  true 
that  there  is  an  educating  power  in  great 
impressions,  it  is  equally  true  that  that 
power  is  never  operative  until  it  is 
sympathetically  received  by  every  part  of 
our  life.  It  is  by  brooding  meditation 
that  we  make  great  truths  our  own.  We 
turn  threadbare  commonplaces  into  things 
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that  are  vital  when  we  think  about  them 
in  relation  to  ourselves.  So  also  do  we 
receive  their  great  revelations.  And  so  also 
do  we  weave  them  into  the  very  texture  of 
our  life.  Let  them  simply  be  external, 
and  they  may  be  mere  toys  of  the  mind, 
intellectual  playthings  with  which  a  man 
may  crowd  an  empty  hour  as  a  child  does 
with  a  battledore  and  shuttlecock ;  but 
they  are  powerless  in  life's  stress  and  strain, 
they  leave  both  heart  and  soul  exposed  and 
naked  in  the  day  when  their  fear  cometh. 
They  exert  no  large  compulsions,  they  do  not 
bind  the  heart  in  remorseless  dedications, 
nor  lead  out  the  soul  in  a  daring  enterprise, 
they  confer  neither  invincibility  nor  power, 
and  that  rarer  grace  which  transfigures 
character  and  most  enriches  life  is  not  in 
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their  power  to  give.  But  the  \-ery  moment 
that  we  feed  upon  them  in  our  hearts  do 
they  nourish  us  and  make  us  strong. 
Their  vital  energy  steals  through  every 
part  of  our  life :  v/e  are  nerved  and  braced, 
fear  seems  like  an  infidehty,  and  indolence  a 
base  disloyalty,  far-away  things  are  brought 
nearer,  and  the  impossible  is  brought  within 
the  range  of  that  which  is  practicable. 
There  the  great  things  stand,  they  are  the 
deathless  realities  beside  which  the  pomp  of 
yesterday  *  is  one  with  Nineveh  and  Tyre,' 
and  all  the  greatness  and  power  of  the  hour 
are  but  as  things  of  yesterday.  And  the 
\itality  of  their  great  life  passes  into  our 
veins,  and  we  become  strong  in  their 
energy,  and  invincible  and  enduring  in  the 
might  of  their  strength. 
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And  the  mind  may  take  a  larger  sweep. 
•The  Christian  rehgion  is  the  widest   thing 
which  the  world  has  known.    It  is  not  only 
the  splendour  of  its  interests  that  intoxicates 
us,  but  their  multitudinousness.    '  Whatso- 
ever things  are  true,  whatsoever  things  are 
honourable,    whatsoever   things     are    just, 
whatsoever    things    are    pure,    whatsoever 
things  are  lovely,  whatsoever  things  are  of 
good  report,  if  there  be  any  virtue,  if  there 
be   any    praise' — so    the    splendid-minded 
Apostle  sets  out  the  breadth  and  the  glory  of 
the  Christian  heritage.     It  is  a  great  posses- 
sion, wide  as  the  largest  human  hfe,  deep 
as  the  life  of  God.     Then  in  a  short  crisp 
word  he  sets  out  for  ever  the  Christian  duty 
in   these   higli   matters  — '  Think   on   these 
things  !  '     Do  not  let  your  mind  run  along 
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the  ground  :  hft  it  up  to  things  that  are 
great  and  high.  Why  hsten  to  the  strident 
calls  of  wretched  incompetence  when  you 
may  sit  with  Plato,  or  catch  the  unearthly 
music  of  Dante,  or  listen  to  the  wise  sagacity 
of  Bacon,  or  hear  the  organ-roll  of  great 
Milton  ?  Wny  be  interested  and  disturbed 
by  the  pettiness  of  the  hour  when  you 
might  feel  the  great  movings  of  the  supreme 
realities  ?  We  may  '  come  unto  ^Mount  Zion, 
and  unto  the  cit}^  of  the  living  God  .  .  . 
and  to  innumerable  hosts  of  angels,  to  the 
general  assembly  and  church  of  the  first- 
born .  .  .  and  to  God  the  Judge  of  all,  and 
to  the  spirits  of  just  men  made  perfect,  and 
to  Jesus  the  mediator  of  a  new  covenant.' 
With  tliat  high  possibility,  why  hang  upon 
the  light  speech  and  thought  of  a  man  ? 
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That  is  the  inevitable  challenge  of  this 
gracious  and  secret  hour.  From  God's  own 
lips  the  great  revelation  has  come  to  us  of 
the  inexorable  and  inescapable  fact  of  re- 
sponsibility, of  the  delicate  and  gracious 
beauty  of  goodness,  of  the  eternal  fruitful- 
ness  of  sacrifice,  of  the  perishableness  of 
these  precarious  days,  of  the  glorious 
immortality  brought  into  the  clear  light  by 
the  gospel  of  our  Lord.  By  their  august 
glory  these  things  should  arrest  us  and 
bind  us  until  we  see  their  splendour  and  it 
possesses  our  lives.  They  are  decisive  of 
values,  they  set  out  the  eternal  laws,  they 
point  the  way  of  wholeness  and  excellence, 
and  in  the  quiet  of  the  Sunday  evening's 
last  hours  wc  should  confront  them  and 
write  them  upon  our  hearts.     So  in  life's 
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restless  rush  and  noise,  when  under  darkened 
skies  the  storm  shakes  and  desolates  our 
hfe,  when  sorrow  despoils  our  heart  with  her 
outrage  and  tragedy,  our  lives  may  find 
stability,  endurance,,  and  power,  being  built 
upon  the  sure  foundation  and  mortised  to 
God's  everlasting  truth. 

And  for  one  other  thing  does  the  evening 
of  Sunday  give  a  most  gracious  opportunity. 
There  be  many  who  say  '  I  will,'  but  who 
do  not  that  which  the}^  decide.  To  know 
and  to  do  are  things  that  are  often  worlds 
apart.  To  decide  and  to  accomplish  do  not 
always  follow  in  each  other's  steps.  For 
ten  who  say  '  I  will  arise  and  go  to  my 
Father,'  perhaps  of  only  one  can  it  be 
written  '  and  he  arose  and  came.'  What 
wide    spaces    often    lie    between    our    high 
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resolve  and  our  reluctant  achievement  !  We 
hear  the  voice,  we  feel  the  attraction,  we 
see  the  w^ay  ;  but  to  be  obedient  and  to 
follow  the  inward  light  and  intention  is  a 
quite  different  thing.  It  is  not  every  one 
who  says  '  Lord  !  Lord  !  '  that  enters  into 
the  kingdom  of  heaven,  but  he  that  doeth 
the  will  of  the  Father  who  is  in  heaven. 
If  wishes  had  made  us  disciples  of  Jesus,  we 
had  all  sat  at  His  feet.  If  desire  had 
carried  us  out  in  His  way,  we  had  all  been 
doers  of  the  will  of  God.  Definitely  to  set 
our  feet  in  the  way  of  God's  precepts  should 
be  the  deliberate  determination  of  every 
Sunday  evening  hour.  The  gracious  words 
that  tell  of  God's  love  and  care  and  desire 
and  passion  ha\'e  fallen  upon  our  ears  ;  we 
will   incline   our  ears  to  their  sweet  music 
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and  respond  to  their  calls.  The  sovereign 
laws  for  life's  guidance  have  been  revealed 
again,  and  we  have  seen  them  :  we  will 
submit  our  necks  to  their  yoke,  we  will  be 
obedient  to  their  exactest  demand.  Life's 
supreme  end  has  been  unveiled  ;  we  will 
set  it  always  before  us,  and  pursue  it  at 
every  hazard  and  sacrifice  until  we  attain 
its  glory  and  find  the  blessedness  of  its  joy. 
Such  decisions  would  enrich  our  days,  and 
make  each  Sabbath  evening  an  hour  of  new 
dedication,  a  step  of  ascent  into  a  higher 
and  a  holier  life.  Then  would  each  week 
carry  us  forward  another  stage  in  life's  great 
journey,  the  vision  would  be  growingly 
clear,  and  the  rapture  would  deepen  as  the 
days  passed  by.  Our  loss  is  our  bitterest 
tragedy,  and  is  rendered  a  thousand  times 
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more  tragic  by  the  fact  that  we  are  so  often 
unconscious  of  its  reahty,  to  say  nothing 
of  its  greatness  and  its  desolation. 

Sunday  evening !  The  hour  may  be — 
should  be — an  hour  of  holy  consecration. 
It  is  the  closing  hour  of  a  Day  that  witnesses 
to  the  greatest  things.  It  recalls  the  supreme 
victory,  the  triumph  of  Him  who  led  death 
in  chains,  who  triumphed  over  it  and  put 
it  to  an  open  shame.  It  is  haunted  with 
the  holiest  memories,  it  is  instinct  with 
love  and  hope  and  joy.  It  has  been 
crammed  again  with  God's  thought  and 
care  and  pity.  Its  respites  are  the  witnesses 
to  the  great  Father's  solicitude,  its  holy 
refections  speak  of  His  desire  for  our 
welfare  and  good :  and  all  His  invitations, 
which,    like   sweet    lingering   music,   haunt 
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ev&iy  one  of  its  hours,  tell  of  His  gracious 
and  passionate  interest  in  us.  He  has  been 
good  to  us  all  our  days,  but  to-da}^  He  has 
been  making  His  love  articulate  again,  His 
tender  pity  has  again  found  voice,  and 
by  word  and  act  His  unspeakable 
patience  and  grace  have  been  very  tenderly 
declared.  Often  have  we  been  touched  by 
the  stor\^  before,  and  often  have  we  made 
our  imperfect  and  too  soon  forgotten 
dedication.  But  in  this  hour,  as  night 
draws  her  darkened  curtains  about  the 
earth,  and  everything  is  so  still,  we  will 
bend  lowlily  at  His  feet,  who  loved  us  to 
the  uttermost  and  who  died  for  us,  and 
yield  ourselves  to  Him  n  a  deathless 
espousal.  We  have  often  done  it  before 
and  have  forgotten,  wc  will  do  it  now  and 
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never  again  forget.  This  hour  shall  witness 
our  supreme  surrender,  that  complete 
giving  of  all  to  God  which  we  will  never 
recant  and  never  withdraw.  The  first 
Sunday-evening  prayer  shall  be  ours, 
*  Abide  with  us :  for  it  is  toward 
evening,  and  the  day  is  now  far  spent,' 
and  our  evening  hour  shall  have  its  most 
radiant  glory  in  the  sacredness  which  comes 
of  the  sure  presence  of  our  most  holy  Lord. 
And  our  last  prayer  shall  be  that  most 
tender  and  pathetic  entreaty  *  Hold  Thou 
Thy  cross  before  my  closing  eyes ' ;  and, 
nobly  careless  of  to-morrow,  we  will  commit 
ourselves  into  the  hand  of  God.  He  who 
sleeps  in  God's  care  need  fear  no  care,  for 
around  about  and  underneath  him  are 
the  everlasting  arms.  He  will  be  his  defence 
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and  hope,  keep  his  soul  in  a  divine  tran- 
quillity, and  in  sleep  will  give  to  His  beloved 
gifts  that  shall  match  a  new  day,  however 
strenuous  it  may  be  and  however  exacting 
its  demands.  '  The  salvation  of  the 
righteous  is  of  the  Lord,'  and  that  salvation 
is  always  sure. 
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Forth  in  Thy  name,  O  Lord,  I  go, 

My  daily  labour  to  pursue. 
Thee,  only  Thee,  resolved  to  know 

In  all  I  think,  or  speak,  or  do. 

Thee  may  I  set  at  my  right  hand. 
Whose  eyes  my  inmost  substance  see, 

And  labour  on  at  Thy  command. 
And  offer  all  my  works  to  Thee. 

For  Thee  delightfully  employ 

Whate'er  Thy  bounteous  grace  hath  given, 
And  run  my  course  with  even  joy. 

And  closely  walk  with  Thee  to  heaven. 

Charles  Wesley. 
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MONDA  Y  MORNING :  TRANSLA  TING 
THE  VISION  INTO  A  REALITY 

In  the  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews — that  great 
book  of  spiritual  interpretations — there  is 
a  luminous  sentence  which  casts  a  flood 
of  light  upon  one  of  the  finest  incidents 
in  the  life  of  Moses.  But  like  some  other 
words  of  that  kind,  it  gives  abundant 
interpretation  of  some  of  the  greatest 
phases  of  every  human  life.  On  a  lonely 
summit  Moses  has  been  in  prolonged  and 
intimate  fellowship  with  God.  Hour  by 
hour  the  communion  has  been  deepened 
and    enriched.      His    cleansed    vision    has 
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gained  in  clearness  and  penetration.  Day 
b}^  day  his  sensitive  soul  has  widened  its 
capacity  to  receive  the  revelation  which 
the  exaltation  had  the  power  to  confer. 
Presently  he  withdrew  from  the  holy 
Presence  ;  clouds  of  glory  again  veiled  the 
beauty  of  the  divine  Face  ;  and  as  he  went 
back  to  common  duty,  and  once  more 
mingled  with  his  fellows,  he  heard  a  voice 
that  said,  '  See  that  thou  make  all  things 
according  to  the  pattern  which  was  showed 
thee  in  the  mount.'  His  hour  of  exalted 
vision  had  been  to  him  the  revelation  of 
the  plan  and  pattern  of  common  duties 
and  ordinary  tasks.  The  revelation  had 
brought  a  duty,  the  rapture  had  conferred 
an  obligation.  God  had  withdrawn  his  life 
into  the  liglit  that  veiled  it  with  God,  and 
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had  shown  him  the  heavenly  things,  into 
the  hkeness  of  which  the  things  upon  the 
earth  were  to  be  made.  He  had  seen  the 
divine  patterns  in  their  reahty  and  grace. 
Now  he  was  to  go  back  to  lov/-lying  valleys, 
where  common  men  do  common  things, 
and  translate  these  divine  ideas  into 
concrete  realities.     And  just  as 

the  Word  had  breath  and  wrought 
With  human  hands  the  creed  of  creeds 
In  lovehness  of  perfect  deeds  : 

SO  his  divine  visions  were  to  be  wrought  into 
living  deeds  of  grace  and  power.  Every- 
thing was  to  be  touched  with  a  fairer 
beauty,  all  things  were  to  be  uplifted  and 
ennobled,  and  into  common  tasks  and  toil 
was  to  be  cast  the  glory  of  a  divine  inspira- 
tion. It  was  a  hard  task,  but  it  was  full 
I 
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of  gracious  influence.  It  imposed  a  heavy 
burden,  but  henceforth  every  common 
thing  was  shot  through  with  rays  of 
heavenly  hght.  His  material  might  be 
intractable  and  the  goal  very  distant,  but 
all  would  yield  to  a  God-given  patience, 
and  sustained  effort  would  lead  to  the 
far-off,  but  quite  certain,  achievement  of 
his  intention  and  desire. 

That  is  ever  the  law  of  ^^londay.  On  the 
holy  Day  we  too  have  been  in  the  mount 
with  God.  That  is  its  ancient  privilege 
and  intention,  that  its  high  and  excelling 
glory.  We  have  seen  the  heavenly  patterns, 
they  ha\'e  glowed  and  burned  before  our 
eyes,  they  have  laid  their  compelling  hands 
upon  our  liearts.  They  have  rebuked  our 
past,   but   they  have    inspired  our  future. 
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We  have  been  lifted  out  of  the  sphere  of 
doubt  and  denial,  for  their  grace  has  cap- 
tured  our   hearts.      But    in    their   bosoms 
they  have  carried  the  authority  of  a  great 
obligation.     We  men  and  women  of  to-day 
have  felt  that  our  life  and  conduct  are  to 
be  conformed  to  a  divine  idea.    The  vision 
has  to  be  made  actual,  the  pattern  turned 
into  a  reahty.     It  is  not  by  patching  and 
tinkering  the  patterns  of  the  earth  that  the 
world  will  be  lifted  into  beauty  and  good- 
ness,   but  by   the   translation   of   a  divine 
thought  into  daily  experience  and  common 
conduct.      How    shall     they     intelligently 
toil    who    have     no     vision  ?      How    shall 
they  feel  the    sustaining    compulsion  who 
have   heard   no   voice?     But    having    seen 
the  vision  and  heard  the  voice,  who  shall 


132  The  Lord's  Day 


put  an  arrest  upon  their  service,  who  shall 
hold  them  back  in  their  holy  endeavour  ? 
They  know  God's  mind.  He  has  sho\Mi  to 
them  His  purpose  :  henceforth  they  have 
but  one  desire,  and  that  is  to  make  His 
will  prevail,  and  to  impress  His  mind  upon 
the  most  trivial  act  of  their  daily  life. 

The  religion  of  Jesus  is  very  practical. 
It  knows  nothing  of  the  dream  for  the 
dream's  sake,  of  an  ecstasy  which  is  for  the 
mere  sake  of  the  rapture.  In  a  profoundly 
fascinating  study,  Walter  Bagehot  speaks  of 
'the  lonely  rapture  of  a  lonely  mind.'  No 
doubt  there  is  such  a  rapture,  though  it  is 
far  too  uncommon  in  these  noisy  and  be- 
wildering days.  It  is  the  joy  that  possesses 
the  lieart  when,  standing  amid  the  love- 
liness of  the  world,  the  mind  receives  a  rare 
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apocalypse  of  beauty,  and  the  sensitive  soul 
bows  before  it,  as  before  the  unveiling  of 
the  Face  of  God.  It  is  the  gladness  which 
is  kindled  in  the  mind  when  suddenly  a 
great  truth  stands  out,  luminous  in  the 
clear  light  of  its  own  shining,  and  ever 
afterwards  is  one  of  the  indubitable  cer- 
tainties of  the  heart.  It  is  the  radiant 
blessedness  that  fills  the  spirit,  when,  after 
a  long  and  lonely  quest  of  God,  in  wonder, 
in  worship,  in  discipline,  in  vigil,  in 
eucharist,  a  strange  sense  of  His  nearness 
falls  upon  the  soul,  its  desire  gives  place 
to  an  overmastering  certainty,  and  the  very 
silence  seems  to  utter  aloud  His  mysterious 
voice.  Religion  is  all  that,  as  every  one 
who  has  felt  it  knows.  But  it  is  infinitely 
more.     It  cannot  be  a  mere  aesthetic,  the 
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delicious  delight  of  refined  and  elevated 
emotion,  a  noble  exaltation  of  mind  and 
heart  in  the  presence  of  the  supreme  beauty 
of  the  world.  For  a  vision  v;hich  does  not 
define  and  illuminate  duty  is  sterile,  and 
an  emotion  which  is  not  creative  of  impulse 
is  dead.  We  may  sigh  for  the  continuous 
enjo^'ment  of  the  heights,  and  pathetically 
lament  that  all  our  days  are  not  Sundays; 
but  inexorably  we  have  to  make  the  great 
descent,  and  spend  our  long  and  often 
weary  days  in  doing  those  bits  of  common 
duty  which  are  the  allotted  task  of  us  all. 

In  a  moment  of  rapt  joy  St.  Peter  said  on 
the  ]\Iount  of  Transfiguration,  '  Master,  it  is 
good  for  us  to  be  here ' — and  there  he  would 
have  stayed,  held  in  the  rapture  of  a  great 
emotion,    controlled    by    a    sovereign    joy. 
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But  St.  Peter's  Lord  had  a  deeper  vision,  a 
finer  understanding,  a  real  sense  of  life's 
significance  and  proportion,  and  inexorably 
He  led  His  disciples  to  the  low-lying  place 
where  pain  and  sorrow  gathered,  where  the 
heavy  air  was  torn  with  pathetic  cries  for 
relief  from  a  burden  that  seemed  too  heavy 
to  be  borne,  where  in  great  agony  of  heart 
the  poignant  bitterness  of  defeated  hope 
and  frustrate  desire  cried  out  passionately 
for  sympathy  and  succour.  Crookedness  has 
to  be  made  straight,  sorrow  healed,  and 
defeated  and  broken  men  lifted  back  to 
health  and  beauty  and  power.  And  the 
capacity  to  do  that  is  just  that  which  vindi- 
cates the  splendour  of  the  vision  and  asserts 
the  certainty  of  its  power. 

That,  surely,  is  the  significance  of  those 
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high  and  gracious  hours  with  which  our 
hfe  is  so  finel}'  privileged.  Week  by  week 
there  comes  the  beautiful  Day  of  the  Lord. 
A  great  restfulness  broods  about  its  scanty 
hours,  and  peace  is  its  holy  heritage.  It  is 
a  time  of  subdued  feeling,  of  *  sessions  of 
sweet,  silent  thought,'  of  high  exaltations, 
of  visions  and  certainties  that  inspire  the 
heart,  and  of  daring  hopes  that  peep  into 
glory.  And  in  some  of  its  most  exquisite 
and  speechless  hours  there  comes  to  us 
a  higher  exaltation  and  a  finer  glory.  In 
penitent  confession,  with  litanies  of  grief  we 
acknowledge  our  sin.  In  passionate  grati- 
tude, with  a  song  which  at  one  bound  leaps 
from  the  depth  of  our  heart  to  the  height  of 
heaven,  we  pour  out  our  hearts  for  a  love 
which   every  day  seems  to  us  to  be  more 
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pitiful  and  patient  and  tender  and  kind. 
We  triumphantly  exult  in  the  grace  which 
has  been  adequate  to  life's  bitterest  exigency. 
In  certain  confidence  we  cast  upon  Him 
the  burden  that  is  far  too  heavy  for  us  to 
carry.  With  invincible  hope  we  make  the 
great  venture  and  trust  all  the  future  to 
His  wisdom  and  love.  And  often  in  our 
worship  there  is  one  surpassing  moment — 
leaping  upon  us  in  complete  unexpectedness 
— when  our  spirits  are  smitten  with  dumb- 
ness, and  we  bow  quite  silent  and  still  under 
the  overmastering  consciousness  of  the 
presence  of  One  who  is  the  Desire  of  our 
heart,  the  great  Object  of  our  love.  God  is 
very  near.  Our  voices  arc  hushed,  and  He 
speaks.  Our  souls  arc  still,  and  He  lays  His 
hand  upon  us.   The  heavens  arc  opened,  and 
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we  see  Jesus.  His  glory  stands  out  before 
us,  and  our  hearts  ct}^  out,  '  Thou  art  the 
King  of  glor}',  0  Christ,  Thou  art  the  ever- 
lasting Son  of  the  Father.'  We  feel  His 
breath  about  us,  we  hear  His  \'oice,  we  are 
conscious  of  His  touch.  We  see  not  Him 
only,  but  things  that  are  too  big  for  speech. 
We  see  our  life,  not  simply  as  it  is,  but  as 
it  is  in  His  thought,  in  His  high  intention. 
And  it  is  so  sacred,  so  great,  so  good.  We 
feel  that  it  is  an  hour  of  high  revelation, 
of  the  disclosure  of  things  that  are  holy 
and  eternal.  Here  are  the  patterns  to  which 
we  have  to  work,  these  are  the  ideals  which 
have  to  be  wrought  into  ever\'  part  of  life. 
The  glory  of  the  hour  must  be  carried  into 
the  simplest  and  most  commonplace  act ;  it 
must  be  the  transfiguring  of  conduct's  least 
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detail.  We  have  seen  the  pattern,  and  on 
us  has  been  laid  its  burden,  we  have  felt  the 
quickening  of  its  gracious  power. 

The  revelation  has  a  most  practical  pur- 
pose, and  reaches  to  a  very  definite  end. 
It  unveils,  it  lays  down  laws,  it  creates 
compulsions,  it  heartens  with  surpassing 
hopes. 

For  first,  the  vision  of  the  Day  of  God  is 
the  revelation  to  us,  one  by  one,  of  that 
divine  thought  which  we  are  henceforth  to 
labour  to  translate  into  the  real  things  of 
our  daily  life.  Jesus  was  always  engaged 
about  the  Father's  business.  His  supreme 
concern  was  not  to  do  His  own  will,  but 
the  will  of  Him  who  sent  Him.  That  which 
He  had  seen  in  heaven  was  that  which  day 
and  night  He  strove  to  realize  here  upon  the 


140  The  Lord's  Day 

earth.  He  worked  according  to  a  pattern 
which  He  carried  in  His  mind  and  heart. 
And  precisely  so,  God  has  visited  us  by 
gi\dng  us  visions,  and  we  are  to  take  them, 
and  before  men's  wondering  eyes  we  are 
to  translate  them  into  sublime  realities. 
Every  common  day  and  every  common  deed 
is  to  be  transfigured  b}^  the  power  of  a  holy 
purpose.  Life  is  no  indolent  dream  of  a 
far-off  heaven,  but  a  daily  effort  to  make 
this  common  earth  into  the  likeness  of  our 
dreams.  Crooked  things  are  to  be  made 
straight,  and  foul  places  clean  :  evil  is  to 
be  overcome  by  good,  love  is  to  take  the 
place  of  hate,  and  God's  sweet  charity  is 
to  be  woven  into  the  substance  of  every 
common  hour.  Righteousness  is  to  be  built 
upon  its  own  unshakable  foundations,  and 
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the  empire  of  peace  firmly  established  until 
it  rules  in  every  man's  heart.  God  is  to  be 
supreme  everywhere.  His  thought  is  to  be 
man's  thought,  and  His  end  his. 

It  is  a  great  conception,  something  which 
we  have  not  learned  here  upon  the  earth, 
but  which  was  given  to  us  when  we  were 
on  the  mount  alone  with  God.  All  things 
are  to  have  a  higher  reference,  they  are  to 
look  away  to  the  best ;  that  is  to  be  the 
guide  of  our  life,  its  sure  leading  and  its 
certain  power.  And  having  seen  this  thing, 
with  God  we  are  confident.  Fear  docs 
not  dwell  upon  our  lips,  nor  uncertainty 
in  our  hearts,  nor  has  our  hand  suffered 
paralysis.  Others  may  doubt  and  argue, 
'tis  we  idealists  know.  '  There  arc,'  sings 
John  Keblc, 


142  The  Lord's  Day 

There  are  in  this  loud  stunning  tide 

Of  human  care  and  crime, 
With  whom  the  melodies  abide 

Of  the  everlasting  chime  ; 
\yho  carry  music  in  their  heart 
Through  dusky  lane  and  wranghng  mart. 

Why  ?  Why  is  it  that  they  sing  so 
sweetly  in  hfe's  hard  and  dusty  way  ?  Let 
the  sweet  singer  himself  answer.     They  ply 

their  daily  task  w-ith  busier  feet, 
Because  their  secret  souls  a  holy  strain  repeat. 

Yes !  that  is  it.  On  the  mount  of  vision 
they  heard  the  bewitching  music  ;  to-day 
they  sing  it  in  unexpected  places,  and  the 
earth  is  made  vocal  with  the  song  of 
heaven. 

Beyond  the  light  of  this  shining  lies  the 
impulse  of  this  compulsion.  Far  flung  is 
the  radiance  of  the   vision,   but  deep  and 
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intense  is  the  power  of  its  appeal.  The 
vision  on  the  mount  has  always  created 
the  energy  by  which  it  is  to  be  realized. 
There  is  a  mystic  element  in  all  the 
higher  impacts  of  the  Spirit  upon  the 
heart.  Large  inspirations  move  the  spirit, 
there  are  strange  and  secret  quickenings, 
the  soul  is  invested  with  wonderful  power. 
Men  feel  a  presence,  they  hear  a  voice, 
hands  are  stretched  through  the  dark  and 
touch  them — and  they  are  never  the  same 
again.  They  are  full  of  strange  passions 
and  powers,  they  are  courageous,  hopeful, 
clothed  with  unusual  energy,  invincible. 
They  are  disturbed  by  a  spark,  a  divine 
discontent  moves  in  their  heart,  great 
compulsions  possess  and  urge  them.  They 
cannot  explain.     They  do  not  know  how  it 
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is.  It  all  abides  their  questionings.  But 
there  it  is,  indisputable,  resistless.  At 
every  hazard,  whatever  may  be  the  cost, 
they  will  do  God's  will.  No  matter  how 
long  the  way,  or  how  high  and  steep  the 
ascent,  or  whatever  perils  bar  the  path  of 
their  going,  they  will  go  to  the  very  end. 
No  renunciation  is  too  great,  no  sacrifice 
is  too  exacting  :  His  purpose  shall  be 
achieved.  They  have  seen  the  pattern  ! — 
can  they  ever  forget  its  arrestive  glory  ? 
They  have  heard  the  voice ! — will  its 
enthralling  music  ever  fade  out  of  their 
tenacious  ears  ?  They  are  sure,  very  sure, 
of  God.  An  indisputable  certainty  holds 
them  in  its  strong  grip.  And  they  cannot 
rest  until  in  these  green  fields  they  have 
built  the  prevailing  walls  of  the  holy  City, 
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the  new  Jerusalem,  the  joy  of  the  saints, 
the  hope  of  the  world.  Its  beauty  has 
so  fascinated  them  that  they  must  try  to 
interpret  it  to  another.  Its  joy  has  so 
bewitched  them  and  given  them  such  large 
satisfactions  that  they  are  disturbed  until 
others  have  found  it  and  have  entered  into 
its  fullness.  The  vision  compels  them. 
The  rapture  binds  them.  Those  who  have 
not  seen  and  heard  may  not  understand, 
they  may  be  cold  and  indifferent ;  but  they 
know,  and  that  knowledge  has  become  a 
gracious  inspiration  and  a  power  of  invin- 
cible compulsion. 

That  is  the  supreme  power  of  the  Day  of 
the  Lord.  It  is  not  an  end.  but  a  beginning. 
The  Sabbath  closed  the  week,  Sunday  opens 

it.     It  docs  not  stand  alone,  cut  off  from  all 
K     . 
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our  common  da^'s  and  ways.  It  is  the 
fountain-Hght  of  all  our  days,  the  master- 
light  of  all  our  seeing.  It  sends  its  glory 
flowing  down  through  all  the  commonplaces 
of  our  life.  It  illumines,  it  interprets,  it 
makes  clear  the  path,  it  shows  us  how  to 
make  all  things  new.  In  the  light  of  its 
most  sacred  seeings  we  have  a  new  sense  of 
the  possibilities  of  our  most  casual  and 
everyday  acts,  they  shine  with  a  glory  that 
we  did  not  see  before  ;  our  will  is  made 
firm  and  our  arm  strong,  never  to  rest 
until  these  sublime  and  haunting  visions  do 
stand  before  men  in  the  rare  glory  of  their 
grace  and  power.  Blessed  and  holy  Day ! 
It  is  full  of  memories  that  carry  us  back 
to  unforgetable  hours  of  gracious  peace  and 
gladness :  it  is  full  of  prophecies  that  carry 
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us  forward  to  things  which  the  eye  has  not 
seen,  and  of  which  the  heart  has  not 
dreamed,  neither  hath  it  entered  into  the 
soul  of  man  to  conceive.  But  chief  est, 
perhaps,  of  all  its  glories  is  this  :  it  puts 
into  our  hands  a  lamp  that  is  to  guide  us 
through  earth's  devious  and  perilous  ways-, 
and  girds  us  with  a  strength  which  can 
carry  us  to  the  end,  and  inspires  us  with 
that  desire  and  hope  which  are  among  our 
finest  guarantees  and  safeguards  of  complete 
achievement  and  eternal  joy. 
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EDWARD  J.  BRAILSFORD 


A  series  of  devotional  meditations  of  a  high  and  rare 
order  from  both  a  spiritual  and  a  literary  point  of  view. 
A  book  that  is  full  of  food  and  stimulus  for  heart  and 
mind  and  life. 


'  The  author  has  never  done  a  more  dainty 
piece  of  work.  .  .  .  Mr.  Brailsford  is  a 
mystic  and  a  poet,  steeped  in  the  best 
things  of  literature,  and  his  little  book  comes 
like  Easter  sunshine,  bringing  hope  and 
courage  for  life's  way.'  —  Wesleyan 
Methodist  Magazine. 
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THE    t      -t      f      t 
LORD  S   PRAYER 

A  BRIEF  EXPOSITION 

By 
JOHN  T.  WADDY.  BA. 


Mr.  Wadcly  has  treated  a  familiar  subject  with  freshness, 
terseness,  and  illuminating  power.  The  work  will  be  of 
value  to  Christian  workers,  while  the  student  will  value 
the  Bibliography  that  is  given. 


*  This  exposition  lights  up  the  difficult 
passages  and  supplies  many  fruitful 
suggestions  as  to  the  spirit  and  plan  of 
prayer.  The  clearness  of  the  exposition 
and  its  devotional  tone  will  make  it  very 
acceptable  to  preachers  and  teachers.' — 
London  Quarterly  Review. 
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THE    UNVEILED 
HEART 

Being  the  Private  Prayers  of  the  late 
WALTER  JAMES. 

Edited  by  E.  THEODORE  CARRIER. 


With  Portrait,  Foreword,  Biographical  Note,  and  a  series  of  apt 
Quotations  arranged  to  harmonize  with  the  various  petitions 


Mr.  Carrier's  brief  introductory  notes  are  written  in  perfect 

taste,  and  with  great  literary  skill.     The  Prayers,  which  form 

the  greater  part  of  the  little  volume,  are  singularly  original  and 

helpful. 

*  In  this  priceless  little  book  we  have 
the  veil  lifted  from  the  shrine,  and 
the  beauty  and  tenderness,  aye,  and 
the  holiness  of  it  all,  revealed.  We 
believe  that  this  little  book  will  be 
greatly  loved  and  cherished  by  many 
for  many  years.  All  who  have  eyes 
for  beauty,  and  hearts  for  goodness, 
will  treasure  it.' 

Methodist  Recorder. 
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PRAYER 

By 

A.  E.  BALCH.  M.A. 


A  series  of  five  detached  studies,  in  each  of  which  an 
important  aspect  of  the  general  subject  is  elucidated 
and  applied  to  Christian  practice.  The  subjects  are: 
Learning  to  Pray  —  Prayer  in  Secret  —  The  Social 
Aspect  of  Prayer — Prayer  and  Service — Answered  and 
Unanswered  Prayer. 


*  The  treatment  is  everywhere  thoughtful 
and  reverent,  and  shows  a  real  grasp  of 
the  difficidties  and  a  power  of  luminous 
exposition.  The  hook  will  be  a  great  help 
to  the  reverent  disciple  of  Christ,  and  will 
guide  and  intensify  the  spiritul  desire  of 
all  good  men.' — Methodist  Recorder. 
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STRAY 
THOUGHTS 

By 

ELIZABETH  DOWNES 


These  are  the  meditations  of  a  devout 
Christian  lady,  written  in  her  eighty- 
seventh  year.  She  has  had  rich  experience 
of  the  grace  and  blessedness  of  the  gospel, 
and  pours  out  her  heart  in  a  way  that 
makes  one  rejoice. 


'  This  is  a  hook  to  he  taken  with  one  into 
the  inner  sanctuary,  and  to  he  read  when 
the  door  is  shut.  It  breathes  an  inward 
peace  which  is  too  often  far  enough 
removed  from  these  strenuous  lives  of 
ours.' — Methodist  Times. 
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